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See here! Thats my shortcake youre knocking / 


Look ... I'm partial to peach shortcake. Always 
will be, too ...no matter WHAT you say! 


There, there—no offense meant. Shortcake hits the spot— 
and gives you energy with every tempting forkful. But 
you must admit it’s another soft food on your menu. 


What's the catch on soft foods? 
Just that they're so easy on the chewing. They short- 
change your gums on the regular healthful exercise gums 
should have. 


A “daily dozen“ for my gums? The idea! 
The very idea, lady! Modern gums are often flabby, tender. 
Sometimes ‘pink tooth brush”’ flashes its warning signal. 
So you'd be wise to help your gums by massaging them 
with Ipana Tooth Paste. You'll be helping your smile 
as well. 

Gum massage? My smile? | don't get it! 
It’s simple, really. Your smile can only sparkle if your 
teeth are bright. And sound, sparkling teeth depend so 
much on healthy gums. With Ipana and massage, you 
help your gums. Get it now? 


Wake up lazy gums with Ipana and Massage! 


Does “pink tooth brush” spell trouble? Better take 
that one up with your dentist. But mark our words 
—if your tooth brush does *‘show pink’’—don't 
ignore its warning. See your dentist without delay. 


He may well say it’s sensitive gums— gums denied 
exercise by soft, creamy foods. And, like so many 
dentists, he may suggest “‘the helpful stimulation of 
Ipana and massage."’ 


A smart lead to follow! For Ipana Tooth Paste 
not only cleans teeth thoroughly. With massage, 
it helps the gums. So, each time you brush your 
teeth, massage a little extra Ipana onto your gums. 
Feel the invigorating ‘‘tang’’ that means circula- 
tion is waking up in the gums, helping them to 
firmer health. 


A sparkling smile makes you lovelier to look at. 
So help keep yours appealingly bright with Ipana 


ee “a 


and massage. 
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A Product of Bristol-Myers 
Made in Canada 





Chatelaine, August, 1946 


asaion-tyee DULD WAVE 


PRICED WITHIN REACH OF ALL 


Mae 


A NEW C 1D WAVE, PERMANENT ' 
in 2\ rn 3 si 5s Home 


Cs & 


Now, give yourself the sensational guaranteed, easy-to-care-for COLD 
WAVE PERMANENT in the convenience of your own home . . . do 
it at a cost so low it’s amazing! Thanks to the wonderful discovery 
that’s yours in the NEW CHARM-KURL SUPREME COLD Wave 
Kit, you can easily COLD WAVE your hair in 2 to 3 hours. Get the 
NEW Charm-Kurl Cold Wave and know the joy of soft, glamorous, 
natural-looking, long-lasting curls and waves . . . by tonight! 


Simple, Easy, Convenient... Perfect Results or Money Back 


Women everywhere demand permanents the new Cold Wave way and, no 
wonder. ... An entirely new, gentle process—you just put your hair up in 
the curlers provided and let the marvelous CHARM-KURL Supreme Cold 
Waving solution do all the work. Perfect comfort, no heat, no heavy clamps, 
no machinery, no ammonia. Yet, given closer to the scalp, your Charm-Kurl 
Cold Wave permanent results in longer lasting, safer, lustrous curls and 
waves that appear natural, glamorous, ravishing. 

Why put up with straight hair that is hard to dress in the latest fashion 
when you can know the joy of a real, honest-to-goodness, genuine Cold Wave 
Permanent, by tonight! Ask for the NEW Charm-Kurl Supreme Cold Wave 
Permanent, the new, easy-to-use home permanent kit today. Test, compare— 





you must be pleased beyond words or your money back. 


—works “‘Like a million”’ on 
children’s soft, fine hair 


Look for this head on the COLD 
WAVE Home Kit you buy. It is 
your assurance of receiving the 
best—there’s none finer on the 








market, regardless of price. 


Consider This a U P si E M E 
Important Fact 
Charm-Kurl Supreme is a sensation al a Be E a ee i V c 
from coast to coast. More women have 
fh @ « 






permanent waved their hair with 
Charm-Kurl than the combined total 


of all other brands. 


COMPLETE HOME KIT 
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Each kit contains a 3- 
ounce bottle of salon- 
type COLD WAVE 
solution, 60 curlers, 
60 end tissves, cot- 
ton applicator, 
neutralizer and easy- 
to-follow instructions. 









h new pebara Kad SUPREME COLD WAVE Kit is for sale at 
Drug Stores, Cosmetic and Variety Counters. Price only $1.35. Get 


one today —thrill to new-found glamorous hair beauty by tonight. 
Canadian Address: FRASER HAIR FASHIONS, 22 College St., Toronto, Ont. 
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\ Pa ve ‘tf Where warm Pacific 


oe Z £ currents lap the shores 
ce £ of Canada’s West Coast, nature has created 
a an Evergreen Playground—for you! 


In the very heart of this garden spot—at 
beautiful Victoria — stands the ivy-clad 


For information about vacations in any 
part of Canada consult any Canadian 
Pacific Railway agent. 
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Empress Hotel, famous for gracious living 
and quiet, unhurried luxury. 


Here summers are cool and refreshing 
winters mild and balmy. There is no “closed 
season” on beautiful Vancouver Island — or 
the nearby mainland of British Columbia. 
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*RIGHT YOU ARE, AL. It’s only good common sense to use Listerine Antiseptic be- 
fore any date where you want to be at your best. You may not know when you may 
be troubled this way. And Listerine Antiseptic is such a wonderful precaution 
against halitosis of non-systemic origin. Lambert Pharmacal Co., (Canada) Ltd. 

MADE IN CANADA 


UR EXPERTS of the Chatelaine 
Institute will try anything once, 
twice, a dozen times—if it’s in their 
special bailiwick of culinary re- 
search. The final result, of course, has 
to be just so before. it’s admitted to the 
cherished files of approved recipes (now 
totalling between 6,000 and 7,000), and 
before it can be made public in our pages. 
Occasionally the new concoction is a 
knockout on the first test—and that’s 
what happened in the case of (deep 
breath, please) Ice Cream in Honey 
Crisp Shells with Crushed Fruit Sauce, 
which started with a brain-wave of Jane 
Monteith’s and finished up as one of the 
Institute’s spectacular 
summer luncheons. 

Here ’tis: You take six tablespoonfuls 
of sugar, one-quarter teaspoonful of salt 
and one-quarter cupful of water; stir 
until dissolved and put on to boil until 
the brittle stage is reached (300 deg. F. 
on your candy thermometer). Take off 
the stove and add, but slowly, six 
tablespoonfuls of honey; stir until well 
blended. Heat again for about one 
minute. Pour syrup over the contents 
of a package of oven-popped crisp rice 
cereal; mix thoroughly. Press into large 
tart or muffin tins (you’ll need a dozen) 
to form shells—and you may want to 
grease your fingers a mite for this opera- 
tion. Chill until time to serve, then fill 
the shells with vanilla ice cream, top 
with a sprig of mint, and at the table 
spoon out liberal helpings of sweetened 
fresh fruit sauce over the top: sliced 
peaches, crushed raspberries, plum 
purée. 

Jacqueline Roy, Institute technician, 
made it up first in strawberry season, 
and the photographer who was lurking 
around the place not only snapped her 
picture, but devoured the whole dish of 
handiwork afterward. Ah, the scientific 
mind! Ah, food! Ah-men! 


successes for 


* * * 


SUMMER ISN’T all fun and games 

not for the Chatelaine folks, anyway. 
There’s work to be done—extra work, 
interesting work. Dr. Elizabeth Chant 
Robertson, as an outstanding example, 
has been on a special tour, by air, over 
several thousand miles of our north 
country, touching down at Red Lake, 
Moosonee and half a dozen Hudson’s 
Bay trading posts up the east and west 
shores of James Bay. 
undertaken at the request of this famous 
old Company of Gentlemen Adven- 
turers: to enquire into the welfare of the 


Her mission, 


traders’ families and advise on any 
problems of health and nutrition. Her 
going-away costume consisted of a pair 
of slacks and a sturdy jacket, and an 
essential item of paraphernalia was a 
new fly ointment highly recommended 
by medical confreres just back from 
Burma. The office now awaits, with 
affectionate concern, Dr. Robertson’s 
report as to the efficacy of this treatment 
against Canadian black flies and mos- 
quitoes. 

Dr. William E. Blatz, our disting- 
uished contributor on Training Your 
Child, is missing from our pages this 
month. Reason: He is conducting an 
important 
development and parent education at 


summer course in child 


» 


| Foreword and Footnotes 





the University of Michigan. He'll be 
with us again for our fall issues. 

M. Lois Director of 
Chatelaine Institute, has been enjoying 
a feast of fish and a flow of ideas at the 
biennial convention of the Canadian 
Home Economics Association, down 
Digby way. Of special program interest 
was the group conference on the subject, 
How the Principles of Home Economics 
Reach their Most Important Consumer, 
the Canadian Housewife—a discussion 
in which Miss Clipsham took part. 
P.S.—don’t be surprised if you come 
across some exciting new fish recipes in 


Clipsham, 


our Housekeeping pages one of these 


months. 
+ a * 


AND IF you think Fashion takes a 
holiday just on account of the heat 
Evelyn 
Kelly, fresh from fall and winter show- 


wave, you're oh-so-wrong. 


ings in Montreal and Toronto, says there 
are a dozen interesting straws in the 
wind—and we don’t mean hats. There’s 
daytime, 
almost mid-calf length; only reason you 


the new longer skirt for 
won't see it universally adopted just 
yet is the shortage of materials. 

Then there’s an argument going on 
between dress designers and corset 
experts: the former want a well-marked 
scoop-in at the middle and a relaxed 
broadening of the hips; the fellows who 
girdle the earth—or this part of it 
shout No, No! that’s neither healthful 
nor comfortable, so let’s stick to the 
straight line and easy support. You 
can place your bets any time, ladies. 

If you want something eye-teasing for 
that hotel dinner party on your wedding 
anniversary, you might spend some 
housekeeping allowance (just this once) 
on one of the glamorous new evening 
hats. The people who think up thes« 
ideas (they never sleep) are determined 
to rig us out like Edwardian beauties, 
and they say, If Lillian Russell could look 
so luscious in a long flowing dinner dress 
and an exotic hat to tone, why can’t we? 


which means YOU, 


right sharp answer to that one, and no 


There must bea 


doubt it will come to us while we scour 
out the bathtub or coax the incinerator 
into life at the cottage this week end. + 
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~ The Yellow dress 


by Elsie Fry Laurence 


Illustrated by Machtey 


AUL CARPENTER shuffled the cards expertly in long sensitive hands. Gail Forrest, at his 
right, watched him thoughtfully. He was just what she herself had imagined from his broad- 
casts. Cary, his elder son, had never given her any clear impression of him. And in Toronto 
she had known only Mrs. Carpenter’s friends, who were naturally biased from love and 
loyalty to the wife long separated from him. 

Margaret Carpenter had never seconded their violent opinions, was ready, if the subject came up, 
to grant his work honest admiration; if pressed occasionally, among intimates, she even suggested a 
lack of character in herself, which was overwhelmingly denied by her own strong independent life. 

But this man was sincerely sympathetic as well as striking, the 
girl thought, puzzled at a break between two such fine people. 

Paul had made a habit of inviting small groups of people to his lake 
cottage during July and August; Gail sensed they were chiefly lame-dog 
cases, needing peace and quiet for whatever ailments of mind and spirit 
afflicted them. 

Gail had been engaged to Cary Carpenter. Paul had asked her up to 
Cold Lake last season, but that had been still too close to the boy’s 
death for her to accept; though she realized now that half of what she 
had felt for Cary had been pity for his painful bitterness. 

She leaned her elbows on the table and fixed Paul with her sea-blue 
eyes. “Don’t let’s play any more,” she said. With either impulse or 

determination, she added clearly: “I saw 
Margaret in Toronto before I came up here. 
She didn’t look well. It has been fiendishly 
hot dowr there. You don’t realize what 
that damp heat...” 

She broke off, # Continued on page 41 


He scolded her roughly. “You had 
no business to stay out in that 
storm.” Bruce looked sheepish. 
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for the Whole Family! 
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Benny GOODMAN and the Pied Pipers sending solid in “All the Cats Join In"! 

Dinah SHORE enchanting in a sparkling Ballad Ballet, ‘Two Silhouettes’’! 

The ANDREWS SISTERS singing the love story of “Johnny Fedora and Alice Blue Bonnet”! 
ENJOY the Nelson EDDY singing all roles in the amazing ‘‘The Whale Who Wanted to Sing at the Met”’! 

Jerry COLONNA starting a mirthquake in the immortal “Casey at the Bat’’! 
TALENTS of | pee RUSSELL SS ha: in os lovely lyrics of “Without You’! 

The KINGS MEN reviving the rip-roaring feud of “The Martins and the Coys”! 

Sterling HOLLOWAY telling the story of Prokofieff’s famous ‘Peter and the Wolf”! 


Tania Riabouchinska and David Lichine in a 
never to be forgotten Disney Ballet! 


e © WALT DISNEY PRODUCTIONS A Cc © M E D Y M U Ss i Cc A L { he T E Cc H i j Cc oO L oO R 4 RELEASED BY RKO RADIO PICTURES « 


















“Use your head, Sue,” 
her mother had said. 
Good sound advice, 
until that anxious mid- 
night on the ward, 
when, pulled between 
Dr. Gregory and Flick, 
she found a purpose 
for her heart as well. 


Chatelaine, August, 1946 — 7 


and don’t you go picking up any crooked sticks.” Her voice 


shook. “Use your head, Sue... 


SUE HAD been given a creed, and she knew it. So when Doctor 
Gregory had first asked her for a date, she had used her head. She 
had bought the suit. And the approval—and the relief—in Dix’s 
eyes had made up for what it cost her. She knew that Dix had 
seen many a swan turn into an ugly duckling when she took off 
her white uniform, 

Doors began to open down the hall. The night shift was going 
into action. Sue picked up her cape and flashlight, giving a 
longing look at her bed as she went out. She hadn’t spent much 
time in it today. 

She was going down the stairs to Second when a deep voice rose 


furiously from below. “What do you mean—a litle temperature? 


No temperature is ever ‘little’! ”’ 

Sue sighed. Flick Gamble again! And on the rampage, as 
usual. She went on down the stairs and was relieved to see him, 
immaculate in his interne’s white duck, going into a room down 
the hall. Flick was neither dark nor handsome, but he was tall. 
He had a long cynical face, a trenchant tongue and the disposition 
of a fiend, and he was one of the things that Sue thought the 
hospital could do without. Nursing was hard enough without 
Flick Gamble! 

Miss Carter, the night supervisor, was standing by the chart 
desk and Sue grinned at her. “‘Isn’t it nearly his bedtime?” 

Miss Carter lowered her 200 pounds into a chair. “1 thought he 
was upon Fourth, or I never would have come over here. And 
don’t look so’St\ug!” She peered at Sue over her bifocals. “He 
hasn't.gone yet.”* 

Sue picked up the night orders. “‘ How’s Tod?” 

“Still has his tummy ache.” Miss Carter shook her head. “I 
wish they had room for him on Pediatrics. I’m allergic to mothers. 
Oh-oh,” her voice dropped. “‘Speak of the angels—and did I say 
angels?” 

A young woman was coming down the hall. Her cotton print 
drooped beneath a rumpled polo coat. She clutched a peeling, 
imitation patent leather bag nervously. “Tod doesn’t want me 
to go home.” ‘She looked from Sue to Miss Carter. 

Miss Carter stood up. “I’m sorry, Mrs. Jenkirfs, but we can’t 
break the rules. And Tod will rest much better if he’s alone,” she 
added firmly. “I'll be in the lab if you need me, Miss Wunderli.” 

Mrs. Jenkins looked after her helplessly. “I was going to ask 
her if she’d seen Doctor Gregory. He didn’t come in today. Do 
you think he’ll come this late?” 

Sue hesitated, thinking of what Dix had said at dinner. 
“Tod? Oh, you mean the Jenkins child.”” He’d shaken his head. 
“Too many green apples, I think. People of that sort don’t pay 
much attention to their kids’ diets, you know. I sent him into 
the hospital in self-defense, after six phone calls and three trips 
to the house.” His dark eyes had twinkled mischievously. “A 
hospital bill is often a quick cure for overanxiety, Sue.” 

But now, looking at Mrs. Jenkins’ weary face, Sue felt a rush of 
pity. It must be hard to raise a child all alone. Tod’s father was 
now identified by a white cross in a cemetery 3,000 miles away. 

She smiled at Mrs. Jenkins. “No, I don’t believe the doctor 
will be here tonight. And don’t worry,” she added gently. “I'll 
take care of Tod.” 

Mrs. Jenkins fingered her frayed belt. ‘Well, then—” she 
started down the hall, paused and looked back. “‘He’s kinda mad 
—he didn’t want me to go.” 

Sue watched the shabby little figure tiptoe away. Sickness 
always seemed so much worse for the poor. They were always so 
unprepared for crisis and tragedy. 

She shivered, remembering again the bleak pattern of poverty 
that had fashioned the years behind her. She couldn’t let the 
years ahead follow those inexorable lines! She wouldn’t! She 

she’d use her head! 

Quickly she pulled Tod’s chart out of its slot, and her mouth 
quirked into a soft little smile as she looked at the signature, 
D.D.G., in large bold letters on the order sheet. Dixon David 
Gregory, M.D. 

And now she could bring out his words that she had tucked 
away for safe-keeping. “‘If they don’t know by now that I’m 
crazy about you, they’re all blind.” 

Light words, lightly spoken. But—were they? Sue drew a 
long breath. Weren’t they enough to build a dream upon? 

She carried the warm thought with her as she hurried to Tod’s 
room. The little blond head rose up. “*Where’s my mother?” 

Sue bent over him. ‘Mother was tired, Tod. She’ll get sick, 


’” 


too, if she do sn't get some rest. 

His lips pouted. “Then you stay with me!” he said imperi- 
ously. “I don’t like the noises. They’re different than the ones 
we have at home.” 

“They’re just busy 1 es, Tod. There are lots of other people 
here, you know, and | have to take care of them, too.” 


‘But I don’t want to be alone. And 4 Continued on page 20 








LOT 


6 — Chatelaine, August, 1946 





Ny Hea 


by Dorothy Curnow Handley 








F COURSE there was a rule about student nurses going cut 

with doctors, but Dix didn’t let that bother him. He swung 

the convertible around the drive and stopped with a flourish 
at the front steps. ‘There, now, Beautiful—and with two 
minutes to spare.” 

Sue’s eyebrows went up. “Aren’t you coming in—just to make 
sure that the whole hospital will see us?” 

He leaned across her and opened the door. “What if they do? 
If they don’t know by now that I’m crazy about you, they’re all 
blind.” 

Sue got out, tucking his words in the back of her mind. Later, 
when she was alone, she could take them out, one by one, but it 
wouldn’t do to let him know that. Not Dix! Two years in the 
Far East, and the resultant malaria, had hurt neither his dark 
appealing charm nor his successful practice. He was the answer 
to too many maidens’ prayers already, and she knew very well 
that it was only her careful indifference that had promoted her 
to the front row. 

“Thanks for the dinner, Dix,” she said casually. “It was a nice 
break from the Friday fish and ketchup.” 

His dark eyes were quizzical. “ You’re welcome, Miss Wunderli 

if not exactly enthusiastic.” 


Where lid | leave. 










Sue laughed lightly, not answering, as she ran up the steps. If 
he only knew! 

Her room was empty. Madge Brill, her roommate, was on the 
day shift. Late as it was, Sue painstakingly brushed and hung 
up her black suit. Simple and expensive, it had been her first 
venture after she entered the-hospital. It had taken her a long 
time to pay for it, but she had regarded it as an investment, 
remembering what her mother had said, that day she left home. 

“1 wish it was different, Sue,”” Mrs. Wunderli had sighed. “It 
doesn’t seem right, somehow—a pretty girl like you being turned 
out to shift for herself.” Her weary eyes had looked up from the 
ironing board. “ But with eight others to feed and clothe—and I 
guess your dad is married to that coal truck, after 20 years.” 

“It’s all right, mom,” Sue had said gently. “Don’t worry.” 

“But I do worry!” her mother had protested. ‘Nursing—I 
don’t know—”’ she had sighed again, heavily. 

**7T know,” Sue had said, quietly and with conviction. “I know 
that I’m not going to spend my life slaving and struggling as you 
have. There—there’s more to life than—than just existing!” 

The iron had come to a sudden stop as Mrs. Wunderli turned. 
“You remember that, Sue. And don’t you ever forget it! This is 
your chance. You’re going into a new life—fresh green woods, 
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BY MARGARET BELL HOUSTON 


ETH HALLAM married the year of the big winter. No winter 

along the Atlantic coast can be described as small, but the year 

Seth married the snowdrifts piled the highest and the mercury 

dropped the lowest in local history. There was a time when Seth 

blamed the winter for the thing his new wife did. It was a defeat- 
ist thought. A man can’t do much about the weather. 

Seth was a confirmed bachelor. It was his mother confirmed him. 
She had been an invalid for years—any minute her heart might carry 
her off—and she made Seth promise he wouldn’t marry during her 
lifetime. Seth couldn’t remember anything else she had ever asked of 
him, and this was right after his father’s death. She said she couldn’t 
bear to lose them beth. 

Seth was about 20 then, a tall lad with a fine color in his cheeks, 
dark-haired, blue-eyed. The girls liked him, and to all appearances he 
liked the girls, though he never did much about it, never went steady 
with any of them. By the time he was 30 he had sort of settled down, 
ran the farm, went to an occasional village frolic, read to his mother 
in the evenings, and helped Orpha, the hired girl, keep her easy and 
comfortable. He seemed perfectly contented. 

Then this girl, Kerry Williams, came along. Kit’s Ferry, the near- 
est village but one to Seth’s farm, is a river resort and Kerry was 
spending the summer there. A slim girl with a russet bob and wide-set 
grey eyes and a sort of freedom in the way she walked. They said she 
could ride anything. In the evening she used to take her turn at the 
hotel piano and play hot jive for the dancers, or sing cowboy songs in 
a rich wild contralto that went up your spine. 

A lot of men were in love with Kerry Williams, but she had eyes only 
for Seth. He happened to be in Kit’s Ferry on an errand for the farm, 
and he heard her sing, and danced with her, and everything was over 
for them both. They used to take a lunch and paddle out to their own 
favorite spot on the river. Sometimes they went to a movie, or drove 
about the green countryside. 

If Seth ever neglected the farm it was that summer. And Kerry 
Williams, who knew love when she saw it, wondered why he never 
spoke of love. She knew love when she felt it too—for the first time 
in her 21 years—and she came near speaking of it herself. Kerry had 
lately come into a small inheritance from her mother, and she was 
out to see the world. She felt she had seen about all she needed to see 
when she met Seth. The summer was nearly over. What was he going 
to do? 

Seth didn’t know. The thought of losing her was hardly to be 
borne, but a man couldn’t ask a girl to wait till his mother was gone. 
It was a foolish promise he had made, and it was costing him dear, 
but he had made it. That was Seth, not thinking how dear it might be 
costing Kerry too. 


AND THEN Seth’s mother, who knew nothing of Kerry Wi!liams or 
Seth’s wish to marry her, absolved him from his promise suddenly 
one night. Her last words were, “I want you to find a good wife, 
Seth. Someone to take care of you. Promise me you will.” 

Seth promised that too, and was honestly grieved by his mother’s 
death. He wondered if his wishes might in some dark way have 
hastened it, and asked himself if he had not neglected her as well as 
the farm this summer. Even Orpha’s shaken words, “ You’ve been a 


good son, the best I ever knew,” did little to reassure him. And then 
a week later he saw Kerry again, and all misgiving vanished. Her grey 
eyes were so filled with sympathy, the pressure of her hand was so 
warm. 

They got into his car and drove through the rain along the river, 
parking at last under the dripping trees. The words broke from him, 
suddenly released. “I love you, Kerry. Can you love me, too?” 

“Always,” said Kerry. 

He found his arms around her. He kissed her lips and smooth 
tanned cheeks, kissed the closed eyelids over her grey eyes. He felt he 
had cornered all the happiness on earth. 

“T hope you’ll like the farm,” he said. “1 hope you won’t mind 
being a farmer’s wife.” 

She answered, “‘I was raised on a ranch. I'll make a good farmer’s 
wife.” 

They were married next day in a parson’s study. The sun slanted 
into the room, fell on the peaked clock in the centre of the mantel, on 
the worn ingrain carpet and the red geranium in the window. It 
touched the parson’s iron-grey head and lit the white page of his book. 
The parson’s voice was grave. He knew what his words were doing to 
these two people. The two people thought they knew too. They went 
out into the sunshine and started on the drive that was their wedding 
journey. It lay under beeches and hemlocks, with here and there a 
maple breaking into red and gold. And now at last the farmhouse, 
weathered, grey-white, rising among its orchards and rolling fields. 

Orpha was on the porch to welcome them. Orpha was stout and 
middle-aged, capable looking. She went with them upstairs where 
Kerry selected the room that would be hers. It was a north room, and 
at the back, but it had a view, a far view of the road and hills. “All 
right for the summer,” Orpha said. 

With Orpha’s help Kerry slipped into the new life, the new duties. 
She watched Orpha make brown bread and johnny cake; helped her 
care for the young chicks, and mold the pale-yellow butter, and turn 
the ripened fruits into jellies and jams. But she was never too busy 
to ride into town with Seth. 

Orpha left them a few weeks after harvesting. “Kerry can take 
hold now, Seth. She’s young and a little wild, but she’ll fall into line. 
And I’m getting on.” 

Kerry did not try to replace Orpha. She felt freer, happier alone 
with Seth. True, things were not run the way Orpha ran them, but 
Seth was satisfied. True, Jason was still there. Jason was the hired 
man, elderly, apple-faced, silent. But he went off to his room after sup- 
per, and Seth and Kerry had the evenings alone. Kerry’s trunks had 
been sent from home, her books and saddle. When Seth was in the 
fields she used to wind up her work, mount the black mare and gallop 
down the long road into the hills. She had never tasted air like this, 
nor seen such colors as the woods # Continued on page 25 


Seth’s mother was sitting in the 
low hickory chair. She was dressed 
like her portrait in the parlor. 
“I’m going crazy,” Kerry thought. 


Surely it was a small thing to ask—a window in the north wall 
that would give her a view of Seth and the world she lived in 





live in a minority climate, this neuroticism often ex« 
presses itself in the form of political activity. 

This point is worth emphasizing because it is fun- 
damental to an understanding of some of the excesses 
of French-Canadian political life—that there are vari- 
ous recognized outlets for individual aggression, and 
that among minority groups, political activity is a 
common one, for obvious reasons. Ex-Premier God- 
bout remarked about the Bloc Populaire (which got 
nowhere in the last elections, incidentally) that its 
entire platform could be summed up in the one word, 
“Non.” So can the activities of those people in Eng- 
lish Canada who are forever forming 


societies to pre- 
vent other people from doing something. Some of 
them at least are motivated by inner drives very simi- 
lar to those which compel some French-Canadian 
politicians to talk and behave like political idiots. 

In Quebec, like most other parts of the world, it is 
the man with an axe to grind who is most likely to 
make himself heard. And all the way from Germany 
and the early Nazis to Ontario and the Prohibition- 
ists, it is a characteristic of those who are “against” to 
organize and make so much noise that they sound like 
a hundred times as many people, while it is equally 
characteristic of those who are “for” to remain unor- 
ganized and just go quietly about their business. 

The result is that all sorts of misconceptions get 
abroad, often magnified a hundred times again by 
mechanism of prejudice which makes people prefer to 
believe the worst, and a great deal of damage is done. 
Through the war years, English-speaking Canadians 
like myself who live in Quebec and who have as deep 
a love and respect for French Canadians as for Eng- 
lish Canadians, had the same experience time and time 
again: we would open our newspapers in the morning 
and our hearts would sink down to our boots because 
some lone French Canadian had been talking like an 
idiot again and we knew only too well what too many 
English Canadians would make of it. I am not saying 
that the attitude of French Canada, if there is such a 
thing as “‘an”’ attitude on the part of 34% million sepa- 
rate individuals, and the attitude of English Canada 
(again, if there is such a thing) toward the war, was 
the same—it couldn’t be; it couldn’t, by any even 
moderately intelligent human being, have been ex- 
pected to be, and it wasn’t. But neither was it the 
attitude of “Le Devoir” and the Bloc Populaire, nor 
was it the attitude described much too often in Eng- 
lish Canada, far too simply, as “French Canadian.” 
It was, of course, rather a whole collection of different 
and often conflicting attitudes, some of which, though 
not all by any means, had unfortunately been crystal- 
lized during the period following the “phony” war 
when nothing much was said or done, by the hysterical 
propaganda emanating from English Canada which 
placed all the emphasis on the British because they 
were being blitzed, and none on the infinitely more 
important point that Nazism was out for world con- 
quest and, after France, England just happened to be 
the next country in the way. 

You had to live in Quebec and read it in French to 
have any idea how “There'll Always Be an England” 
sounded. 

SO FAR as Quebec’s notorious “ bac kwardness”’ ts con- 


cerned, one is inclined to suspect that if English 
ve themselves credit for being 


Canadians did not g 
five times as progressive as they really are, Quebec 


would not appear quite so “backward” by comparison. 


In general, and if vital statistics are any guide, the 
actual truth of the matter seems to be that Engfish 
Canada is less advanced and Quebec rather more so 


than a cross section of English-~Canadian opinion 


would be likely to indicate. It is true, however, that 
in Quebec, again for obvious psychological and polli- 


tical reasons, reaction and rampant nationalism have 


ff so that certain highly vocal 


been known to pay o 
vested interests, political and religious, have a ten- 
dency to make more noise and raise more dust than 
heir opposite numbers elsewhere. 

It is also true that Quebec has to pay a price for her 
and for the fairly rigid 





particular type of Catholicis 
pattern which the Church in its present form imposes 
on the social and economic structure ol the province, 
but even so, that pattern Is ne ither so rigid, nor, Curl- 
ously enough, nea form as It appears trom 
outside. Within t 


differences of opinion, 


lf there are marked 


+ Continued on page 35 
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I Married a Jew 


It isn’t easy to mix two completely different 


backgrounds of race, religion, language, but 


here is the report of one such marriage that 


succeeded . . . 


JE MET one Sunday after- 

| | noon in winter. He arrived 

late. With his formal bow of 

the Austrian and his accent- 

tinged “how- do-you-dos,” 

he presented a slightly exotic figure 

in that roomful of Anglo-Saxons 
drinking tea. 

Presently I cornered our host. 
“Tell me about the new arrival, 
Ralph. He looks nice. Is he Jewish?” 

“Oh, I imagine so,” said Ralph. 
“Why else would he leave all his 
friends and a good job in Vienna, 
to come here in 1938? He told me 
he couldn’t speak a word of English 
when he arrived. Tough.” 

“Yes,” I said. “What about his 
family?” 

““T den’t know,” said Ralph. “‘He 
never mentions them. Probably the 
war came before he could arrange to 
get them out. Rotten business. He’s 
nice. Nadine and I like him very 
much.” 

As the only words the Austrian 
and I exchanged that afternoon 
were “How do you do” and “ Good- 
by,” I was surprised a few weeks 
later when Nadine informed me, by 
telephone, that “‘ Ralph’s friend, the 
Austrian, often asks about you.” 

“That’s nice,” I said. “I’d like 
to see him again. He looked inter- 
esting.” 

So a foursome for the movies was 
arranged. 

We _ arrived, separately, at 
Nadine’s and Ralph’s, where we 
were informed that since no sitter 
was available, they would have to 
stay home to mind the child. And 
how would it be if we went to the 
movies and returned later for 
coffee? 

We didn’t go to the movies. We 
decided to have a cup of coffee 
“‘before the show,” and two hours 
later we were still sitting at the 
restaurant table swapping such 
urgent information about each 
other as “how many” brothers and 
sisters, “‘what” favorite books, 
plays, music, people, jobs, etc. He 
was doing a war job, as a designing 
engineer. 

Then it was time to return to 
Nadine’s and Ralph’s for coffee. 


By Isobel Rappaport 


“ec 


How was the movie?” said 
Nadine. 

““Oh—”’ I said. 

““Well—” he said. 

““As a matter of fact,” I said. 

“We went to a restaurant and 
talked,” he said. 

““Ah!” said Nadine and Ralph. 

He came to see me a few evenings 
later. But this time he was not gay, 
as he had been at Nadine’s and 
Ralph’s. He sat, without speaking, 
in a chair by the table. And I sat on 
the sofa. 

Presently he said: “I was won- 
dering—” and paused. 

“Yes?” I said. 


“I was wondering,” he said, 


“‘whether it is a good idea for us to 


become friends?” 

“Why?” I said. “Are you 
married?” 7 

““Oh, no,” he said, “‘it’s something 
else. Do you know why I came to 
Canada?” 

“I think so. You are Jewish, 
aren’t you?” 

“Yes. You don’t mind?” 

“Do you mind that I am 
Gentile?” 

““No,” he said. “ Hello.” 

“Hello,” I said. 


THAT WAS the beginning of a new 
kind of companionship for me. I 
suppose there are plenty of men 
with as “rounded” personalities as 
his. But I just have not happened 
to meet them. 

For the first time I knew someone 
with whom it was not only fun to go 
to shows and parties, but who was 
an equally gay companion for a 
walk in the country. On Sundays, 
when it rained, a visit to the 
museum revealed the breadth of his 
interests and the wide scope of his 
reading. A Sunday afternoon at the 
art gallery with him was for me a 
lesson in the enjoyment and appre- 
ciation of pictures. He knew the 
great art collections of Europe. He 
had travelled widely, with open 
eyes and an open mind, and shared 
with me, over restaurant tables or 
on country walks, the vivid recol- 
lections of a remarkable memory. 

One Sunday # Cont’d on page 40 
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VERYONE who has ever tried to bring about an 
improvement in social conditions in this country 
has had to reckon with one of our most pro- 
nounced and unpleasant national characteristics 
—our self-satisfaction, It is a peculiarly Canadian 
brand of self-satisfaction which, whenever it is threat- 
ened, expresses itself in the national passion for 
finding worse conditions somewhere else and then 
concluding that since we, in this country, are so much 
better, we are therefore practically perfect and do not 
need to exert ourselves. Otherwise, how can one 
account for the appallingly backward state of our pub- 
lic health services, which, before the war, put us some- 
where between tenth and fifth in the international 
infant and maternal mortality statistics, or for the 
fact that we have one of the worst prison systems in 
the western world? It is not that we deliberately set 
out to compare unfavorably with more 
advanced nations; we simply, and often 
unconsciously, prefer to ignore them and 
concentrate on those countries where com- 
parison leaves the national ego intact, 
One of the most striking illustrations of 
the way in which this particular aspect of 
our national psychology makes it possible 
for us to avoid facing facts is shown by the 
racial and religious prejudice in Canada. 
Apart from the conflict between French 





tend to shirk responsibility by putting all 
blame on the other one, but for which there 
is no exact parallel anywhere else, almost 
all our minority problems are, in fact, less 
serious than similar problems in some other 
country—provided, of course, that we’re 
careful to pick the right country. The 
situation of the American Negro, for ex- 
ample, is in general so outrageous that the 
situation of the Canadian Negro can be 
blandly ignored. As for the Jews—well, 
look at Nazi Germany. Just exactly what 
we did before Nazi Germany came along, 
I don’t know. Probably we took our anti- 
Semitism for granted and succeeded in not 
thinking about it at all, for between 1918 
and the rise of Hitlerism, there was no 
country in Western Europe as anti-Semitic 
as this one. 

All this is bad enough, but even when we 
have at last been persuaded to stop con- 
centrating on what is worse in some other 
country and have finally been forced to 
admit that there is much that is bad in 
our own, we can usually still manage to 
avoid facing facts by taking refuge in sec- 
tionalism, This is all that the English 
Canadian is doing when, finally driven to 
the conclusion that we are not very pro- 
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ern Canadians. Western Canadians, on the subject of 
anti-Semitism, conveniently forget their own record 
on the refugee issue before the war and say that there 
is far more anti-Jewish feeling in Ontario and Quebec 
than there is in the other provinces. And so it goe$ on, 
and what it all adds up to is that nothing is ever our 
own fault, It is always someone else’s. 

One of the results of all this has been that we have 
so far escaped the period of self-examination and self- 
criticism which began in the U. S. A. somewhere 
around 1905, and which is fundamental to the process 
of growing up. High-flown platitudes about “mutual 
understanding,” “tolerance” and “unity” are never 
going to get us anywhere until we have become aware 
of the underlying conditions which have produced 
our present state of misunderstanding, intolerance 
and disunity, and which, at this date, make us look 
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Gwethalyn Graham, 
brilliant young author 
of the best-seller, 
“Earth and High Hea- 
ven,” examines the 
present state of toler- 
ance in Canada, and 
finds that our national 
growing-up process is 
being delayed by indi- 
vidual attitudes. 





THE EDITORS OF CHATELAINE are proud to present 
Gwethalyn Graham’s first contribution of an article to a Cana- 
dian magazine. When approached as the inevitable choice to 
look into the subject of group tolerance—how much we now have, 
how much we should have for our own salvation as a vigorous, 
cohesive people—Miss Graham set aside several weeks’ working 
time on her new book to accept Chatelaine’s assignment. The 
book (which will take at least two years to finish) could wait; 
the challenge of discussing a problem which is both national and 
individual, and of paramount importance on each of these levels, 
was of immediate urgency. Such decision offers a clue of no small 
significance to the personality and public consciousness of this 
young Canadian writer who spares neither herself, her subject 
nor her public when she feels the necessity for speaking out. 
Gwethalyn Graham was born 33 years ago in Toronto, where 
her father is a well-known barrister and her mother an able club- 
woman and hostess. There she received her early education in 
what she admits was casual doses; later she attended a private 
school in Switzerland—an interlude which provided the back- 
ground for her first successful novel, “Swiss Sonata.” Marriage 


: as ao" 9 Py at 19 cut short her career at Smith College. With her son, Tony, 
T Ive or even genuine emocratic, he at * . ; ; 
Sreeaeve Senay ; & she now makes her home in Montreal, and any gaps in her formal 
says It’s because of French Canada. The ha alee: f ie : . 
2 ; : : a schooling have been quickly closed, and left far behind, by a 
French Canadians in their turn say they é = a . hj : , ; 
: ie % mature range of interests which include music, literature, 
can’t get anywhere because of the English y ’ see cee 
; is economics, politics and people. 
Canadians. Eastern Canadians disclaim i 
responsibility for whatever treatment Jap- oe 
anese Canadians may get by blaming west- © ompRE Nec MRE a RR ater 





like a nation of political democrats and psychological 
Fascists. 

It is because I am so convinced that almost any 
attempt to get down to cases and see what is actually 
going on will be more fruitful than a repetition of the 
usual vague and lofty generalities, that what follows 
is going to be rather personal, and therefore makes no 
pretense to being complete. It will consist of some 
observations and conclusions of a Canadian of the 
younger generation, born in Toronto but living from 
choice in the Province of Quebec, who speaks both 
French and English and whose friends are drawn hap- 
hazardly from among different racial and religious 


groups. 


TO START with, our principal minority problems in 
this country seem to fall into four categories: French- 
English, Jewish-Gentile, Negro-White, and 
finally, somewhere in the borderland be- 
tween prejudice and indifference, those 
victims of nonassimilation who are mainly 
first- and second-generation Europeans liv- 
ing in more or less isolated and homo- 
geneous communities across the prairie 
provinces, and huddled together in com- 
pact little groups in the slums of eastern 
cities and towns, whom no government has 
ever really tried to integrate into the life of 
this country. It is only when they get into 
trouble through causes traceable to that 
borderland state of prejudice-indifference 
that they become victims of prejudice, 
pure and simple, and since the great ma- 
jority of them don’t get into trouble, it may 
seem that they should hardly be included 
in the list of Canada’s failures. That is a 
matter of opinion, 

Our first and most blatant failure, of 
course, is French-English relations, since 
in that failure every single Canadian of 
whatever origin or belief is ultimately 
involved. 

As I am writing in English for English- 
speaking Canadians, it would be a waste 
of time to dwell on what is wrong with the 
French, It would be a waste of time be- 
cause what is wrong with the French is up 
to the French to try and correct, not up to 
the English. I would, however, like to say 
a little about what many English Canadi- 
ans seem to think is wrong with the French 
when, from the standpoint of an English 
Canadian living in the Province of Quebec, 
what they think seems to be the outcome, 
not of any kind of detached and objective 
observation, but sheer unthinking prejudice. 
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IT CAN be taken as read that some French 
Canadians in their attitude toward English 
Canada, like some English Canadians in 
their attitude toward French Canada, are 
quite irresponsible in the sense that their 
opinions and behavior are obviously the 
result of deep-seated neuroticism. 

Owing to the fact that French people 











Hown on the Farm 


by LOTTA DEMPSEY 


If you’re a city slicker, it’s time you brushed up 


on the progressive spirit abroad in our countryside 


— time you studied a breezy report like this, 


from Chatelaine’s first rural Teen-age Council 


Eyes. Could be, if you’re one of 

the 50% of this country’s teen- 

agers who are out-and-out city 
slickers. 

It’s the country life. Uh-huh. The 
Unknown Country life. The vitality 
and getup of rural Canada. The 
spacious and exciting world of farms 


©. ON’T look now, but I think you’re 
Yy é@ missing out on something, Bright 


and villages that encompasses and feeds 
and breathes freshness into the close- 
set areas of our Big Towns scattered 
across this Canada. 

So I’m all gone poetic about it. You 
would be too, or at least impressed, if 
you’d spent a week, as I have, in a 
typical rural community with our first 
country group, Chatelaine’s Teen-age 
Council of Halton County, Ontario. 

There wasn’t a name band for miles, 
except on the air waves. The girls 
couldn’t remember what movie they’d 
seen last, although they try to get in 
one a month or so, just to keep hep to 
Van Johnston et al., when they’re not 
too busy having fun at their own par- 
ties, and picnics, and Junior Farmers 
and Church Young People’s and Junior 
Women’s Institutes. Or working, of 
course. Because they work as hard as 
And they look .. . well, 
The more 


they play. 
you can see for yourself. 
energy they spend milking and look- 
ing after the chickens and feeding the 
calves, walking to school or biking to 





CHATELAINE’S RURAL TEEN-AGE COUNCIL. Our 11 Halton County girls begin 
their talk-fest with choral harmony. Left to right, 
Eleanor Stark, Jessie Wingfield, Isabel Currie, Betty Ruddell, Frances Bares, Mary 
Jean Chester, Marian Currie, Mary Ismond, Jessie Alexander (seated) and Gladys 


Ruddell at piano. They love to sing — hymns, boogie or the old familiar ballads. 





town or riding horseback after the cows, 
the more they seem to have for tennis 
and skiing and music and sewing and 
skating and swimming and dancing 
and the dozen other activities that are 
carried on in the country in this mid- 
20th century. It’s some kind of law 
of multiple returns they’ve got click- 
ing, and the routine is sharp. 

We got together one night a little 
while ago, at Councillor Betty Ruddell’s 
big cool farmhouse three or four miles 
from the town of Milton. Betty’s near- 
est “centre” is Ashgrove, which has 
two service stations and ditto houses. 
Not a sign of a juke joint or a hot dog 
hacienda, as far as the eye can reach. 
Just tree-shady roads and green fields 
and sun-splashed wild flowers and 
wobbly colts and young bleating lambs, 
and the long sweet quiet. (Sure, there 
we go again. But it would send you, 
too, higher than a Harry James top 
note!) 

The dozen girls of our Council came 
from miles away, by foot and bike and 
car, driven by long-suffering brothers 
or fathers (those who didn’t drive 
themselves; some did), The male kin 
waited patiently in the great friendly 
farm kitchen, chatting with Betty’s dad 
and big brother while we had our pow- 
wow in the living room. Some of the 
mothers came too, to visit Mrs 
Ruddell. It’s like that, in the country 
# Continued on page 61 
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LAMBS THAT PAY OFF. Left mother- 
less, Susie and Sammy, a Hamp- 
shire ewe and Suffolk ram, follow 
Eleanor Stark around, nursery-rhyme 
fashion, and are bottle-fed babies. 
They'll mean money in the bank to 
Eleanor, a reward for extra chores. 
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TOMORROW'S BREAKFAST for city late-a- 
beds is collected shortly after Councillor 
Mary Jean Chester rises. Mary Jean has full 
charge of 200 chickens, rides horseback for 
the cows, is in her third year high school. 
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HOSTESSES IN THE MAKING. Model table setting is exhibited 


SCHOOL’S DIFFERENT, TOO. Councillor Mary Ismond stokes 
up on a chilly day. Gladys Ruddell warms her fingers after a 


by Wilma Thompson (standing, right) to Councillors May 
four-mile bike ride. Young teacher Ismey Kean (left) looks on. 


Wingfield and Marion Currie (at table) and Isobel Currie. 


is 
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HOLD THAT STAG LINE! Only wallflowers at bang-up Junior 
Farmers’ dance in Milton are the older parents who come along 


AWARDS FOR CLUB WORK are grand, as the winnahs, Betty 
Ruddell, Eleanor Stark and Wilma Thompson, would tell you. 


District Agricultural Representative J. E. Whitelock and W. I. 
Home Economics Instructor, Lula Row, are the congratulators. 
Whether you win or not, everyone enjoys such projects. 


to watch the fun. Like other girls from surrounding farms, Coun- 
cillors Jessie and May Wingfield will have a busy evening, since 
teen-age boys far outnumber girls. City life was never like this! 
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Nothing exciting ever happens to me, Mary Jane had mourned, but 
that was before the family week end, when she met Him... and 
belore the scream in the night which awakened her to a new future 


twisted her in the uncomfortable seat, pulled one 
pleasantly curved leg up under her, tucked the flat 
loafer under her thigh. Everything was fine. Everv- 
thing was wonderful. But it was not enough. She 
wished the train was going to ’ 
toward home. 


limbuctoo instead of 
Hours of riding began to gnaw dan- 
gerously at her inhibitions, made her want to shout, 
bounce up and down on the seat. She gave a tentative 
bounce and coughed as a cloud of dust puffed up. 

Then the seat, and the train itself, began to bounce 
without any assistance from Mary Jane. Surely it was 
bouncing too hard. Mary Jane glanced at the other 
passengers, but no one seemed alarmed. There was 
violence in the wild jarring of the train. What if the 
next jolt threw her to the floor and the seats moved 
togethe r? 
crash, and moans, and the swift red of blood, and all 
the sick, embarrassing aftermath of disaster? Would 
she, Mary Jane Taylor, panic and disgrace herself? Or 
would she be brave and noble? 

Something’s going to happen. 
Presentiment. 

(“I was on my way home . . . it was to be a real 
family reunion, mother and dad and grandma, Sally 
and Mike and their children, Sally’s my sister you 
know, and Jeff, just out of the Army, was bringing 
a friend home with him. I was looking forward to a 


What if there were shrieks and a grinding 


Premonition. 


good time. I remember | was wearing my new blue 
tweed suit with a pale-pink sweater. I had on nylons, 
and one of those little cloche felt hats we were all 
wearing that year . 
you do to make your family proud of you after you’ve 
been away a while, you know. Then in one terrible 
second everything was changed. It’s never been the 


. I'd dressed carefully the way 


same since . .. the suit was torn... there was a 
big stain of blood on the skirt . . . I remember so 
well how it looked.”’) 

Mary Jane sat there, her eyes wide with pity as the 
words sounded in her ears. Would she some day say 
them? Then she twisted impatiently. Get up, dope. 
Go powder your nose. Cut the Grade B melodrama. 

Neatly powdered and brushed, her clean white 
gloves covering her freshly washed hands, her brown 
envelope purse on her lap, she sat waiting for the train 
to pull into the station. But inside she wasn’t neat at 
all. Just 10 minutes now and she’d be seeing them all. 
Wouldn’t she? Wouldn’t she? 

(“You must be brave, Miss Taylor. 
Acc ident. All killed. They didn’t suffe Pee 

(“It’s your mother, Mary Jane. So sudden! Don’t 


Terrible. 


know what we'll do without her.’’) 

The sounds of sorrow, of pain, of fear, of inconsol- 
able loss beat in her brain, part of the driving rain, of 
the lurching coach. But she sat quietly the way we all 
do when these uninvited and unjustified worries assail 
us without reason or cause, and after a while the train 
stopped and she got off. 

It was just the long hours of travel that made her 
legs stiff and weak as she walked down the platform, 
looking, and yet not daring to look, for the familiar 
faces. It was fatigue brought the convulsive little sob 
to her throat, relief that choked it back agam as she 
saw them. 

“Daddy! Daddy!” 


rough overcoat, kissed the loose skin of his face, 


She ran to him and hugged the 


hanging comfortably over the heavy jowl. 
“And Mummy!” The soft 


always, was sweet to the lips. The smart black coat, 


fine-grained skin, as 


with a tuxedo collar ot astrakhan, sm lled de lic iously 
of the clean perfume mother used. Mary Jane used 


perfume too, but some how when you especially wanted 
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the odor to be there it was always gone. Not so with 
mother’s. How did she do it? 
“Is everyone all right?” Mary Jane asked anxiously. 


“Just fine. Wait till you see Jeff, and those kids of 


Sally’s!”’ 

The car rolled by the river and Mary Jane looked at 
it, and at the strip of park where she played when she 
was little, and she looked for and saw the ducks, and 
there was a small child now, feeding them, just as she 
had done so often. It was all wholesome and natural 
and good and reassuring, and she wriggled comfort- 
ably in her box coat, and squeezed mother’s hand in 
its tight black kid glove. And yet . . . how would it 
look if I were just coming back from Holland ... or 
Timbuctoo .. . like Jeff? How would it seem then? I 
wish I’d been, or were going. And the restlessness 
stirred in her again, the longing, the aching, limb- 
tickling desire. 

Mary Jane was pressed close against Daddy’s broad 
side as they turned up the hill and the car bumped 
gently over the cobblestones. Then they were getting 
out and opening the back door for the suitcase and 
climbing the steps, holding on lightly to the polished 
brass rail, and opening the heavy front door with its 
bright brass knocker, and there they were, and the 
dim hall was full of voices. Grandma’s frail bulk 
pressed close against her and Mary Jane felt the cool 
rim of her glasses on her cheek. 

Then she saw Jeff. He looked . . . he looked burst- 
ing with adventure and high spirits. He looked worldly 
wise and at the same time naive. 

“‘And this is Ken. Ken, this is Mary Jane. The guy 
and the gal you’ve each been hearing about.” 


MARY JANE shook a bony hand and saw a tall bony 
man with a droll face and laughing eyes that looked 
into hers. 

Sally brushed cheeks carefully with her, so their 
lipstick wouldn’t smear, and the two children pawed 
at her legs, and Mike gave her a friendly salute. 

“How about some tea, darling?’’ Mother said and 
led the way into the drawing-room. 

Sally wheeled in the tea cart and little Judy handed 
around plates of biscuits .with wobbly hands and 
heavy-breathed concentration. Mary Jane drank the 
strong China tea with relish and ran an exploring 
finger over the tufted satin of the chair. Her eyes gave 
silent greeting to all the remembered furnishings, to 
the ancestor portraits flanking the French windows; 
to the carved jade figures in the breakfront, to the 
Dresden china and the Oriental rugs. Mother and 
Daddy had brought them back from China on their 
next-to-the-last trip. Grandmother had been given 
the French oils by Grandfather on their wedding 
trip to Paris. Sally had picked up the Toby jug cream 
pitcher when she bicycled through England the sum- 
mer before she was married, and the teakwood end 
table Mother was pulling out now for her to put her 
teacup On was a sou, enir of the first trip her parents 
made to China. 

The world she had never seen was collected here for 
her by her more adventurous relatives. Color was in 
this room: jade green, Chinese red. Color that was 
part of lives colorfully lived. Me I guess [’m 
just doomed to be pastel, Mary Jane thought, and 
immediately felt this new rebellion surging 
Something’s Going to Happen. . 


inside, 
It was fear, but 
it was longing too. It was so sharp a sensation that it 
pulled her right up out of her chair 

“I’m pretty grimy from the trip, mother. Mind if I 
run upstairs and wash up a bit?” 





Her feet skimmed over the polished wood of the 
broad steps curving gracefully upward in an unbroken 
sweep through the four stories of the old house. On the 
fourth floor she turned into her own room, cool and 
blue and white. The tufted puff on the bed had a 
sprigged pattern of blue flowerlets. The curtains were 
starched white organdie tied back with blue bows. 
The rug was pale blue. The dressing table had a white 
skirt with blue bows. Mary Jane stuck her tongue out 
at the blue bows and said, “I’m tbrough being blue!” 
Then she went on into the huge old-fashioned bath- 
room where the clean tub stood sedately on spindly 
legs, and the lavatory exposed without shame all of 
its pipes. 

She brushed her light-brown hair vigorously, and 
scrubbed her face and hands and powdered her nose. 
She straightened her skirt and sweater and changed 
her stockings and dusted off her shoes. Then she stood 
quite still in the middle of the room, feeling suddenly 
stiff and wary, with fear beating at her. Fear and 
excitement and the undeniable conviction that... 
something was going to happen. 

It was nonsense. It was nerves. Just the same, she 
knew, and the knowledge made her dizzy and a little 
ill. We have too much. Too much happiness. Too 
much good fortune. Too much to lose! 

They had scattered when she came downstairs 
again. Grandma had gone to take her afternoon nap. 
(She would be lying neatly on her bed, her spare body 
flat, the breath barely rising and falling in her old 
flesh, so loosely linked, now, to life. Perhaps she would 
fail to wake, to come down to dinner. They would 
go up after a while to see why she didn’t come and 
then. 2 

Sally and Mike had taken the children for a walk. 
Jeff and Ken and Mother were in the dining room, 
setting the table for dinner. Mary Jane joined them, 
helping Mother set out the shining lacquered soup 
bowls with their delicate gold tracery. “Japanese, 
Ken, see any like them when you were out there?” 

“Nothing that good left now.” 

Jeff threw out his long arms. He postured, his old 
expansive self. “Well, kid, I’m back, and I’ve been all 
over. Just ask me anything you care to know. Taylor 
on Holland: stimulating. Taylor on France: percep- 
tive. Taylor on Taylor: fascinating. Great guy, 
Taylor.” 

“Share the work and glory, Taylor!’ Ken de- 
manded, and threw a plate across the room. Jeff 
fielded it deftly and put it on the table. Mother 
giggled. Plates were tossed back and forth in an easy 
rhythm. 

“Incidentally, MJ, you could do worse than to 
hook Ken, here. I brought him home for you to look 
over. He’s to be had.” 

“I’m to be had,” Ken assured her solemnly,, not at 
all embarrassed. 


JEFF CONTINUED to hold forth during dinner. 
Jeeps crashed. Planes took off and 
made forced landings. Mary Jane’s cheeks grew 
warm with excitement. Mother was sparkling. Daddy 
beamed. Sally was witty. Grandma’s cultured accents 
contributed a naughty story here and there, inspired 
by some reference of Jeff’s to a distant spot she had 
visited in her youth. Even Ken, urged by Jeff, 
contributed his bit to the roar of conversation. Ken, it 


Bombs burst. 


appe ared, was a doctor. A specialist in tropical 
diseases. He had tales to tell of the lusher parts of the 
I { th a dry humor. Mary 


globe, which he described w 
i } r nt r ri 
Jane found herself tongue- 4 Continued on page 29 
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UTSIDE the train window rain poured down with 

urgency, and trickles of water crept through the 
window sill, trailing dirty skirts of soot. The air 
inside the coach was, in contrast to the wet 
outside, too dry and hot and stale. 

It seemed to Mary Jane that the train’s speed had 
an ungoverned quality, like the force of the driving 
rain outside. She felt herself too quickly propelled, so 
that her heart raced ahead of her. Her head was too 
hot. She rubbed one slender hand over the white fore- 
head, and pulled the soft brown hair away from her 





ge rapes i= Se PROC 


GOING 10 TAPPE 
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by Dorothy Bonnell 


Mlustrated by Hamilton Brooks 


neck a moment. The plush of the seat scratched the 
back of her legs. An empty pop bottle rolled sicken- 
ingly along the floor with the motion of the train. A 
sticky streak followed its course. 

With the speed of the train a counter-rhythm 
quickened in Mary Jane, making her sit up uncomfort- 
ably straight, tense: too fast, too violent. Too fast 
the train, too violent the storm. And the afternoon 
itself, too dark . . . without cheer. Something’s going 
to happen! 

With a narrow hand that shook a little she pulled 


out her knitting bag. The yarn was pale and blue 
and fuzzy, soft. Like me, Mary Jane thought, thrust- 
ing the needles into the soft wool with impatient 
fingers. “I’m pale blue, too, and soft, unadventurous 
and ordinary. Nothing exciting will ever happen to 


¢ 


I 


this sweater with me in it. Poor sweate r, poor n 
That made her smile, because she wasn’t the sort 
girl who felt sorry for herself, and she didn’t feel sor: 
for herself now. 

It was just that there was this curious combinati 
working inside her of longing and dread. Restlessne: 
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Lunch or Supper or Odd-Hour Meals 
—People Welcome This Good Soup 


Come when they will... or come when they can—they’ll 
never find your cupboard bare when you have this good 
vegetable soup on hand. It’s so hearty and homey — the 
rich beef stock brims with all the fifteen luscious garden 
vegetables Campbell’s use — that people just naturally go 
for it. And remember that Campbell’s Vegetable Soup 


is as soundly nourishing as it is delicious. That’s why 





women everywhere agree it’s ‘“‘almost a meal in itself’. So 
keep this fine soup handy to serve ‘round the table ‘Round the table and "round the clock, 
: ‘ ‘ And all around the year, 
round the clock —to help feed your family well! a aro ; 
: lo meals the family quickly flock 


When Campbell’s Soups appear! 
Comba. VEGETABLE SOUP 


’ 
Made by Campbell’s in Canada 





~ 
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ptucther Yob for You 


Your Husband 


HEN it comes to masculine groom- 
ing, your husband may be as allergic 
to new ideas as a hay-fever victim 
to ragweed. He’ll say rather loftily 
that he has more important things 
on his mind than his appearance—he'll 
leave that sort of fussing to womenfolk. 
Now perhaps he may fool himself with 
this it-doesn’t-matter-a-darn-how-I-look 
philosophy, but he can’t fool you. Because 
you know that grooming represents a sense 
of values, not vanity. It’s just another way 
of aiming to please—and that’s no sex-lim- 








by Adele White 
Beauty Editor 
Sketches by John Morrow 


ber also observed that most men feel foolish 
if they have to sit at a table opposite a 
manicurist; he eases them into the habit 
of hand care by having the table wheeled up 
to the barber’s chair and the deed is done 
while the customer is under the soothing 
influence of a scalp massage or shampoo. 
Nowadays there are easy-to-use mani- 
curing kits just for men. They come in a 
neat box which he can tuck in his office 
desk, with cuticle softener in a container 
like a fountain pen to whisk away ragged 
. edges and give his nails a cared-for look. 


v6 


He'll be a lot easier to live 
with if you encourage him to 
have an occasional facial. 


Takes wifely tact to help him 
over that first shock of the 
Great Retreat of the hairline. 


ited quality! That, plus knowing the advantage of filing 


That men do know, in their own peculiar rather than clipping with scissors, and the 





way, the value of good grooming is proved 
by the fact that there are approximately 
six barber shops to every five beauty salons 
in this country. And, if a mere woman felt 
free to wander through one of these shops, 
her eyes would pop at the lavish display 
of tonics, lotions, scent, hair dressings and 
equipment. The modern barber shop boasts 
practically all the facilities of a beauty 
salon—and more besides. It offers plain 
and fancy hair styling, electric vibrators, 
neck and head massage, shampoos for all 
types of hair, and even nets made of string 
to tie on while the hair dries under an elec- 
tric drier. Besides this there are auxiliary 
services such as manicuring, shoeshines 
and new heels for old. 

All of which leads to the conclusion that 
men can spend as much time as women on 
their appearance. And—the smart ones do. 

So here’s pointing the finger at you, a 
wife in good standing, to see that your hus- 
band doesn’t flunk his grooming tests. 

After all, he probably expends a lot of time 

and energy looking after you, so it’s only fair to return 
the compliment by making sure he faces the competi- 
tion in the business world with no strikes against him. 
Although most women prefer the Rugged Type to the 
Dapper Dans, there’s a happy halfway mark to aim at. 
You know and I know that, other things being equal, 
a pair of well-pressed trousers is more apt to grace the 
president’s chair than baggy-kneed “old reliables,” 
and that many a first-class brain goes unrecognized 
and unrewarded. under an unkempt head of hair. If, 
up to now, the morning shave and an occasional hair- 
cut (when you threaten to braid it if he doesn’t do 
something about it) comprise his only concession to 
grooming, it’s time you introduced him to some new 
ideas. 

If you come right out in the open and recommend 
creams, lotions and bath accessories, he’ll probably 
close his mind as firmly as though he’d shut his desk 
and gone to lunch. But what every woman knows is 
the value of the indirect approach. You might, for 
example, admire, in an offhand way, the immaculate 
appearance of some of his business friends. Then, on 
Christmas, birthdays and anniversaries, you can make 
gifts of new toiletries; just leave them, casual-like, on 
the bathroom shelf and trust to his natural curiosity to 
try them out. The chances are, after a few weeks’ ex- 
perimenting he won’t feel properly turned out without 
using his array of grooming aids. He’ll appreciate the 
soothing comfort of creams on wind-chapped skin; 
he’ll like the pleasant tingle of a good after-shave lo- 
tion; he may even learn to use a stick of colorless 
mouth salve for parched or split lips (but you’ll have 
to creep up on him with that one). He’ll discover his 
favorite brand of dressing for disciplining unruly hair; 


If he minded his homework, His 
side of the cabinet could contain 
more beauty aids than Hers. 


view—and he can’t 
flaming polish 


resort 


he’ Il look around for bath salts to soften water and give 
off a spicy fragrance; he’ll love a rub-down of cologne 
for ironing out tired muscles. He’ll probably end up 
with twice as many bottles and jars on his side of the 
medicine chest as yours! 

A Delicate Mission. You might just as well accuse 
a man of cheating his grandmother as suggest he could 
possibly offend by the nonuse of a deodorant in warm 
weather. You’ll have to insinuate the fear in his mind 
by pointing out unfortunate examples. But, once you 
plant the idea of a deodorant after his daily tub, the 
habit will become as firmly established as the rock of 
Gibraltar. Although perspiration itself has no odor, 
the trouble starts when it can’t evaporate and starts to 
decompose. Women wear light, airy clothing in sum- 
mer, but the majority of men can’t be pried away from 
their three-piece suits, long-sleeved shirts, collars and 
ties—practically the same costume they wear in mid- 
winter. Who,:then, would you say is in greater need of 
a deodorant, men or women? We ask you! And yet fa: 
more women than men make use of it. 

Time on His Hands. A man’s hands are con- 
stantly in the limelight. He smokes cigarettes, offers 
his package and a light to others; pats tobacco into the 
bowl of his pipe; signs letters at his office; plays card 
games; gesticulates as he talks. And, whereas women 
can camouflage nail trouble by using bright polish, 
there’s no concealment for a man with untidy jagged 
nails. 
When questioned, one barber admitted that it was 
like prying the first pickle out of a bottle to persuade a 
man to undergo a professional manicure. He’s apt to 
shy off like a frightened woodland animal. But once he 
gets over the initial shock, he loves it. The same bar- 


, 
And there’s no cure except a good manicure. 





A man’s hands are always on 


to 


to hide nails, 


use of an efficient nailbrush will make his 
hands attractive—with no hint of sissy 
stuff. 

The Great Retreat. When it comes to 
hair styling for men it’s a case of Mike and 
Ike, they look alike. The way a man wears 
his hair is practically a symbol of age and/or 
vocation. The brush cut belongs exclusively 
to the teen-ager; long flowing locks mark 
the dreamer, the artistic 
side-burns denote the dandy; hair parted in 


temperament, 


the middle gives a professorial touch—but 
the great mass of males can be divided into 
those who part their hair 
on the right, those who part their hair on 
the left, and those who don’t part their 
hair at all 
brings us to a serious problem in a man’s 
world: the threat of baldness, which in the 
majority of cases shows in the late thirties. 

The first sign of impending baldness is 
usually when the hair begins to form a letter 
M in front, with a peak in the centre and 
receding sides. That’s the time to take ac- 


three schc iT Is 


because they haven’t any. That 


tion, for at this stage he has a sporting chance of halt- 
Dermatologists say that 
New hair will 
grow if the old hair has deposited the vital strand 
which contains the “will to grow” before it took off. 
No new hair can grow from a follicle lacking this 


ing the retreating hairline. 
certain types of baldness are curable. 


strand. And so it all depends on What is causing his 
loss of hair. ‘Temporary baldne ss can be the re sult of 
diet deficiency, or ill-health or scalp infection. As soon 
as your husband shows signs of a thinning top and a 
high intellectual forehead, you’d better whisk him off 
for a checkup by the family doctor. If the loss of hair 
is due to some physical debility there’s a good chance 
that he can grow a new thatch when the condition has 
been remedied. 


hair is the 


The best home treatment for healthy 
regular use of tonics or ointments to stimulate circula- 
tion; lots of elbow work with a brush; a comb with 
widely spaced teeth so hair won’t be pulled or broken; 
brushes and combs which are scrupulously clean (and 
remind him to see that his barber’s are also); shampoos 
followed by many rinses to make sure no soap is left in 
the hair. Let him beware of hats with tight bands 
the kind that make the scalp pe rspire and cut off the 
blood supply. 

If, in spite of all precautions, he finds that his hair 
is slowly but sure ly be coming just a boy hood memory, 


he’ll have to grin and bear it. At first his baldness will 
be as sensitive as an aching tooth and you'll be wise to 
refrain from witticisms on the subject. Any joculat 
remarks should come from him and not from you 
Gradually, however, he’ll find comfort in the shinin 


he’ll be able to 


Continued on 


pates of many of his friends and 


give his sartorialegoa = page 39 
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unexpected 


up for a meal. 


For Cocktails — Float 


Drawing by L. Davies. 


ge slices, spiced crabapples 


pears. Dress up goose or duck 
ith glazed apple rings, hot ripe olives, 
| 


or rosy applesauce, 
ne member of For Fish - Cut lemon in wedges 
I to turn ind dip in chopped parsley, or slic« 


paper-thin rounds, then fashion in tiny 


+ 





1 raw onion baskets or wheels. Make cucumber 
or half a slice of lemon in tomat ngers, wedges and slices. Or fill cucum- 
1iCC. Arrange unstemmed cherries on ber cups with tiny cubes of celery, 
mint | ives to accompany grapetruit | ckhe and cucumb«s r. 
e. Line sherbets with curly endive For Salads — Try a fan of unpeeled 
i h cockta * garnis with a lemor rosv-skinned apple slices on Waldorf 
wedge and a tiny lettuce cup filled wit lad; banana fingers rolled in chopped 
i cradish-tor oe Make i nuts for a fruit plate; green pepper or 
iwberry rose (as 1 radis re to strips across grapefruit sections. 
et. lace besi i i I ( Make nosegavs ol radish roses and 
tercress on top of a tres Irult « . cucumber slices, fans of thin tomato 
For Soups Drop aun ngs edges, OF a double wheel of green pep- 
consommeé. Float crou toas Cr s for your tossed greens. Us« 
cheese squares, s1 \ B\ t curls, celery sticks and turnip 
fled cereal in anv cl ». OD ers tha coe ked vegetable salad. 
( ked diced verctable I A dill vickle fan, a triangle of tellied 
carrot gratings or choppe et epp stard and mayonnaise, a square of 
ver cream soups. ory tomato jelly, or a spiced crab- 
For Meats Top ast beef wit! ipple makes a bright spot on a cold 
gclazed onion rings: steaks with broiled meat plate. 


y ; 
mushroom caps. Nest grape or red cur- 


jelly in a bed of m 

= 1 

eal. lry baked ha 
1 oy : 

roiled pineapple rings W 


rm or appl fritters, | 

ied bananas with ham. 

For Poultry 

effective with chicken 
on 

Dalls, 


honeydew melon 


frosted or plain, bro ed 


J rut 


For Desserts Many desserts ar¢ 


it for lamb « self-garnished, but cornstarch puddings 
ed apples « custards and plain jellies need a littl 
h pork. Ser CX trimming. ‘Try toasted almond 
roiled or pa daisies, using a currant or raisin for th 

t of the flower; cherry fans; choco 
vari shes a e sna ; chopped nuts; or a cluster 
and turkey f berries or a few melon slices with a 
ereen grapes sprig of mint—litting the garnish to 
peach | t . + 


FRUIT SPARKLERS 


Pour grape juice over ice cubes 
in a tall glass. Fill with Canuda 
Dry's SPARKLING WATER. You 
may enjoy adding a little 
sugar, or a twist of fresh lime. 
Serve other prepared fruit 
juices—loganberry, pine- 
apple, apple—the some way 
—or use juice from canned 


fruits!—or fruit extracts! 


SPARKLING FRUIT-AIDES 
Lemon, Lime, Orange or Grapefruit) 
Lemonade—Juice 2 lemon, 2 
tsp. sugar. Grapefruit-ade 

Juice Y2 grapefruit, 2 tsp. 
sugar. Limeade 
2 tsp. sugar. Orangeade 

Juice 1 orange, | tsp. sugar. 
Add ice cubes, fill with Canada 
Dry’s SPARKLING WATER, stir 


gently. 


Juice 1 lime, 


ICE CREAM SODAS 


Use a big tall glass. Put in 3 
tablespoonfuls chocolate syrup 
(or jam, preserves or fruit ex- 
tracts) and 3 tablespoonfuls 
milk. Stir well. Put in ice cream. 
Then fill the glass with Canada 
Dry'’s SPARKLING WATER and 
stir gently. Add a straw and a 


spoon—and enjoy it! 
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With Canada Dry’s spARKLING WATER— 
there’s practically no end to the variety of 
delicious, cool summer drinks you can make 
at home right now! 

Real ice cream sodas . . . sparkling fruit- 
. fruit sparklers with 
coolers with soft drink 
extracts—all are refreshing and tasty-as-can- 
be made with SPARKLING WATER. Its famous 
“PIN POINT CARBONATION 
drinks real soda-fountain tang . 





ades with fresh fruit . . 
canned fruit 


gives these 
. millions 
of tiny, dancing bubbles to keep them 
sparkling keenly to the last sip. 
Always keep a supply 
in your refrigerator. 


FREE RECIPE LEAFLET! 


Easy recipes for delicious 
summer treats with real 


soda-fountain tang! Ask 





your dealer for a copy. 


Sparkling 
: Water : 


Gay all you want... the wupply cs unlimited { 








liga: 
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Chridies 
RITZ 


Your favourite beverage and a 
big plateful of Christie's Ritz 
are always good companions. 
Everybody enjoys these 
crunchy little crackers, with 
their tantalizing nut-like 
flavour and their slightly-salty 
tang. They’re grand, too, with 
soups, salads, spreads of all 
kinds. At your grocer’s, always 
ask for Christie’s Ritz — 
“Canada’s Favourite Cracker” 





by JANE MONTEITH 


S THERE a single woman in the 

world who isn’t an artist at heart? 

You may not have had the training 

or the time to paint a beautiful land- 
scape or chisel a marble statue, but you 
use this hidden talent every time you 
buy a new hat, choose a bedspread or 
set the table. 

Each meal you serve your family can 
be a work of art—in pictorial effect as 
well as nutritional balance and flavor 
appeal. In your menu planning you con- 
sciously, or unconsciously, employ the 
same techniques as a painter, sketching 
the outline of the picture as you decide 
on the main course, striving for a happy 
harmony of color as well as flavor in the 
accompanying appetizer and dessert, 
and accenting the whole with bright 
garnishes, 

The colors for your palette do not 
come from a collapsible tube, but are 
nonetheless varied for that. There is 
an endless range of green, from the frag- 
ile tints of cabbage to the darker shades 


of broccoli, to balance the coral tone of 


a salmon steak and the snowy white 


of mashed potatoes. The wine red 


beets or the gaudy orange of cart 


makes a strong contrast to the ri 


ees 


brown of roast beef or the pale cre 


tones of chicken. 


Garnishes are the final color acc 


““ 


that cive life” to a dish as we ll as add 


ing flavor, piquancy and zest to 
1 ' 3 
meal they accompany, It’s fun 


11 | 
experiment with form as well as color 


t 


I os . . 
these bright extras: to shape vegetabk 


flowers from thin slices of carrot 
| 


tt 


tne 


turnip, to carve radish roses, knot 


le mon and cuc umber slice s, or Cut meio! 


balls, triangles and cubes. 


| 


al 


< 


Your back garden has much to off 


too: fragrant mint; peppery cress; nas 


+ 


turtium—the leaves to border a tossed 


I 


salad and the flowers to add color 


al 


flavor to it. And have you ever tru 


trailing 


tomato vine across your salad bowl 

Before you plan your garnishes, h 
a look into the refrigerator. Som 
the most successful of the following n 
be achieved with a slice or two 


tomato, half a cucumber or the piece 


i 


} 


aspray ol bright-studde d chert 
{> 


i 


( 


ol 
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When you ask for 
‘Crush’ you'll get genuine 
ORANGE-CRUSH the 
famous brown bottle that 


in 


protects the delicate fruit 


: 
flavor and fresh taste. 
| 


De RIE Ll) oe ee 








20 — Chatelaine, August, 1o20 


en 


Then reach for your tin of Fry’s, the cocoa with the richer 
chocolate flavour! Makes full-flavoured, professionally- 


smooth chocolate syrup in no time art all! 


And for this ‘‘super’’ chocolate milk — simply add a dessertspoon 
of this richer-flavoured chocolate syrup to a glass 
of milk! The family will say *‘Mm-m!"" too, when you use 
this same home-made syrup as a sauce for ice cream, 


gelatine and junket desserts, milk or cake puddings! 


HOW TO MAKE SYRUP 


4 


Mix DRY 1% cup Fry’s Cocoa, 34 
Add 


water slowly, while stirring. Boil 


cup sugar. 34 cup boiling 


for 1 minute. Put in clean, dry jar 


cover, cool and store in ice box. 


FRY’S COCOA 


WITH THE 
RICHER CHOCOLATE FLAVOUR 








Where Did | Leave My Heart? 


Continued from page 7 


I might urp. I did today. All over every- 
> ” 
thing. 
“Oh!” Sue said, comprehending. She 
reached for the light cord and pinned it 
to his pillow. “If you think you're going 


to—uh urp, you press tl pbutton 
' : ae ' 
and reach tor the basi quick. 
‘I couldn’t, if | was urping.” He gave 
her a sidelong glance. “I guess I'm 
going to have to cry. He screwed his 


face up. 
“And I ¢ 1ess vou’ re not ”*’ Sue’s vi cet 
learned the value yt tears. 


) 
tod had 


Armed with such a potent weapor ed 


launch on a tantrum that would be 
devastating. “You turn over here at 
settle down The ery idea ib OV 


Ss 7 ; 

five vears old behaving like this. 
999 

n you, 


** Nice cong Miss W underli,”’ | Ick 


Gamble said from the doorway | 
me congratulate you on your ni 
manners with children.’ Ele 
OVC! to the bed, 
snoring Sue, stand- 
ing flushed and 
angry on the otl 
side. “* Well, old man 
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not asleep ye 
“Te. | d’s \ iCc¢ 
was low. 


1 
big eves to sue. 


Cricket I 
“But I think I'd As they watch 
better. He ur And her hair is 


rowed his he ad 





har 
ner 





glance that bur ed : 
mouth 


through her. “ 





How I wish t 


£ soing to lool ~} 
Was going CO 100K a Close to it to cure 


terrible 


that tummy ache, Of my 
Earth enchanted 


Tod.” 





Girl Unawakemed 8osseiescc 











which probably accounts for the air with 
which you carry your nice, long-legged 


body; the way you swing that mass of 


blue-black hair. Yes, 
lovely, Miss Wunderli 


” 


you're very 
and you make 
me sick! 
Sue fought down her 


blazing anger. 


“Then you’re in the right — place, 
doc tor.” 
“Yes—but you aren’t!” His look 


travelled trom her cap clear to her white 


t 


hoe Lha form do t mean a 
hin vou, Miss Wunder The \ 
thin it ¢ « ean a y S 
YOU!” He ( ‘ ( ‘ 
if l Sue uC 
( ( ( 1! at 
) i 


help Du ea Suc Si ime 
< ( He ( I i ) S, 
o> 
aoest I 
“Dp ” c 
) ( ae ¢ ( ! + 
‘ ‘H 
iS ‘ ( i 
} i I el! 
at \ f 
r? 


— TO, tu 
RE ( E 
| t 
I t 
+} 
- ) 
, 
5 
Ee é 
‘ ’ 
; ea QO 
W 
| 
ke Ni { | 
{ | 
fine i S its 
hig I h 
oe ‘ 
sta s 4 re 
i¢ 
( < é ( or 


t press 


} 1 i i | St it 
jroucht cakia and ‘carn 


loneliness the alkaloids instead 


he 


shines more bright the alphabe t. 








Tod opened one For the beauty which is hers, her aren't sup- 
“ey? | | Thil her jicter mad liagh 1 ; 
eve. “I'll still have While her fooistey ind light , ed to have 
it in the mornir Brushes clover; gently stirs ’ i 
Y oa 99 All it touches but my own , oe me 
oucan see It then. z ‘Ambitions Ne 
1 Aching heart, for in my arms : : 7 
He closed his eye. Her red 1 remains a stont ved bitte 
Sue purposetully Flic cS le 
turned on the dim ul if 
night light and switched off Tod’s bed n ' n 
lamp, then went quick e do spt dm ‘ < = 
After a moment’s hesitation’ Flick ‘That depends 


lowed her. 
Out in the hall his anger broke. “| 
hope you're 


W underli. 


child!” 


. i acy ' 
lalkinge like that to a sick 


’ ] ‘ 1 
Sues anger matched ! “As the 
. 7 { | 
oldest of nine children, doctor, | dic 
1 
nave »>come } 1 to lea 
handie temper tantrums. And i 
' 
nat vou were al ni qd and no ¢ r 
' ’ 
ever iearnec oO fhandie vy ] 
‘“ 499 ‘ 
Wait a minute Curlosity and 


Surprise took some of the tury out of his 
“< 
How did you know 


only child?’ 


Sue’s scornful eves blazed. “‘ Becauss 
no woman—having you—would make 
the same mistake twice!” 

She marched down the hall, conscious 





of his quick footsteps right behind h 
Out of earshot of the rooms, he faced 
her. 

“lve been \ itching you, Mis 
Wunderli. [ve CCT okin it our 
too-short nose, vour too-wide m 
You sk d be h tha : 
mer I feature DI you k ¥ you 
ire HI ( i a OY ons 
know you're e for I 
ood—some 1 have <¢ 
covered j ies 


7” Miss Carte: | ftly. ons ; 1 


mean 


Shy r eC | 
4 el ~ ' 
da A, f 
le S ‘ 
‘W, | 0 
( CT ere - Sut ‘ < t 
ce “Ang I ( oO 
y ” 
RCL MUS) €38e. 
It LC on Ca I, 
CCA ( LD ctor (Csr n 
i ne patie tanvn ¢ 1} it 
I came ll you.” Her « ed 
If \ | Wr \ u I i { 
dt t Vo ri ‘ 
Sue let that pa ) she fel er face 
oO pink. “Accide oe 
“Ne erva It’s Lael Pi 
Yo i ri 
‘ t aa ne 
Sue | \ vr 
Py 
. ¢ 
1) { ( ( ( hye 
\ Y i ‘ ( 
l¢ ‘ 


+6 


om 
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“What's that?” his voice KONE roing to get us what we want?” He 
“What's the trouble?” laughed shortly. ‘‘Good lord, girl—use 
‘Just a few million dolla rth of your head!’’ 
distemper!” Sue’s breath caught. “I—I guess | 
‘Hold verything Pil be right up.” knew vou'd say that, Dix.” 
Sue sat there, staring at the | neu ‘And why not?” 
er hand. It was a moment before she Why not indeed? It was a creed, 
iid it gently back tn its cradle. wasn’t it? Something for a girl to build 
her life upon? You remember that, 
SHI PU] hot water bottl In between 7. . See vour head las Yes, It 
the ether blankets on od’s ed, then was the creed she | id lived by. 
ive an appralisit look around the She looked up at Dix, waiting for the 
m. | erything i ready Lhev’d famil ul rus! ot feeling, the happy 
be bringing him back ! n Surgery soon. expectancy She waited, and grew 
She whirled as the door opened ar | Dix iT ntened by the emptiness the 
( ‘ hushed qui t lay within her. 
‘Hi, darling!” le was cheerfu nd And suddenly she knew she was look- 
What a night!” ing fi something that was gone. Some- 
‘Yes,” where ng the way she had left it. She 
Wi rT \ nad ft her creed She had used her 


) & ‘And with no thanks to you,” § But Sue scarcely heard Dix. Blindly 
7 . ] j | { 
_— she pushed aside his outstretched hand 





| re r iittle ence. “What was and ina moment the door clicked behind 
1 a. isked Drist her, leaving him there. 
I thanks to vou. Tod Che hall w S quiet. Ohe leaned against 
» Flick Gambl t you.” the wall, her hands pressed flat against 
sue! Do vy i realize what vou re the cool surtace, het eves closed, alone 
t ais with the kn mwiedye that this dark void 
Shi ‘ | | that s had lett of a drean 
et T it \ ne? | t ep Cr¢ ( ai lar 
i I I ( t I one gs ( lister 
con i something began to st faintly, 
\ D c ! ae t hin her She opened her 
‘I came, didn’t 1? I operated!” eyes and it wasn’t dark any more. A 
S ne face—and ew day was coming, etching everything 
| are ae 1] in \ ] nished sharp and clear for her to see; for her t 
| : iS ain t throug! see Flick Gamble coming toward ; 
But at least,” she his face pale from strain, naked 
i iittle, * ( y vou were weariness, Nis eyes defenseless, meeting 
| ( Ss 
‘This isn’t like you, Sue,” Dix’s voice She drew a quivering breath, almost 
scold. ** Y 1 KI I vy much | think afraid to believe, but the stirring grew 
y re beautiful and you’ve got stronger, at last finding its measure 
nse. You'll be a great help to me. filling her with an exultant rhythm ... 
We f 4 vay together, Sue Her heart was beating strong and sure 
not by ourselves. Don’t you realize as she went swiftly down the hall to 
s people like the Petries who are meet Flick Gamble halfway. 





My Sister 
‘and t 


I 
to look the r Dest 
this stvle. The gathered 
skirt won’t bob up in f1 
tomake the hemline uneven 
and the basque bodic« LIVES 
i quaint, fitted lo k. May 


t ars t he t 
worn with rw nou 





: c ) 4 . l rantea } c 
“*hatelaine Pattern N 16] Sizes 8-14, price 15 cents. Order from 


“hatelaine Pattern Department, 481 University Ave., Toronto, Ont. 


nf 


Baby on the way and no nursery in the house @ 


p oly 
NTA) Att) 4 e Here's how to fix up “private quarters’ for him right 


in your own bedroom. Hana crisp curtains and a: 


ruffled valance across one end of the room. Put up framed shelves to hold baby belong 
ings (they'll hold your own knick-knacks later on!) ... Then, to give the whole room color 
excitement — use a Gold Seal Congoleum rug underfoot! It's pretty to look at — eco 
nomical to buy and the most sanitary floor imaginable. A swish of a damp cloth and 
it's sparkling clean whether you've spilled the formula or dropped a wet didy! Long 
lasting, too. For Gold Seal Congoleum has a wear-layer of heat-toughened paint and 
baked enamel equal in thickness to 8 coats of 
the best floor paint applied by hand. But be sure 
to look for the Gold Seal. Then you know you re 
getting real Gold Seal Congoleum Rugs. 
You'll be surprised how much quality you car 


buy for so little money. 





92 Chatelaine, August, 1946 


changed, to say nothing of the 120 Clo 
temperatures. If the gods would 


smile and send a special nurse } | ¢ Vorct as A 


| ' 
and soon! 


She stopped for another peek at I 


} 

| 

| ' 

| Evervthin was as betore. 
; 








ohie | ) ‘ 
t I t light eC ¢ ( ( ( i 
' 
| hear his eve eat = ( 
{ { I 
' P | p 
forbac 
i I tte it the I roe ( . 
¢ Se ahs C L 
| \I ( ! ‘| 1 
| Pod! HH { ( \ ( 
| rried i ae Pe ( 
} in st e | \) i 
Carter t ( ( 
His eve re ( ‘ | 
} | has ( > 
| there?’ \ 
Pe very ttle ! i | | ) 
peeked , and . . ‘ 
Ws maakt te, = ; ( 
Sue straightened. “I can’t be two object to the nm Phere” 
eo0O 86 & ESTER, aA places at once, Doctor Gamble. M S ed and p ed a 
6) Petrice—” tt you want anot B : 
*“Curse Miss Petrie!’ His anger was a | *s eves ! eG. i 3 ! 
ca CIE live tl ng He came close to her. “So that to sound the w | ti 
| you’re getting what you came in the “Why, Miss Petri v ¢ 
mee tials hospital to get, aren’t you, Miss think such a thing?” Sue said swe 
Wunderli? A glimpse of heaven; the She thought of the count > time 
Petrie money—the Petrie glamour! You led this ice bag for | - of Lael’ 
take any insult to bask in the glory of it crowded order sheet nd of the fe 
and you'd sell your soul for a corner scrawled words on Tod’s. She looke 
ot it!’’ into Lael’s bla ng eves and thought 
Sue stood staring at him, frozen. Dod, lying so flushed and quiet 
Then her hand shot up and she slapped “Well, what are you waiting for?” 
him stingingly across the face. Lael sat up in bed. “I s! report 1 


Shocked, her hand fell limply to her to Doctor Gregory! I lie here in exeru 


side, and as she saw the mark deepening  ciating pain and what do | get? Ice bags 


on his face, her eyes filled with tears. and insults!’ Her voice rose to a | 


Amazing New Ink KEEPS Pe/MS | "iiss!" ssewhisgercdsoy."Fick.- pte “IF yon da ell Dis Cron 





Suddenly she was in his arms and he this minute Iw she secre amed 
2 / was holding her close. “Sue, oh, Sue! Sue turned and went out without 
out of the répalr shop 6 Why do you ”* he choked a little, “you word. The patient, like all other ¢ 
could be so darn sweet!” tomers, was always right. 
She clung to him, desperately trying She stopped the s ce room d 
to think, but she was only a leaf in a way. Miss Carter, her cap awry, was 
Sabux ln Parker Quink prevents metal corrosion and rubber one dha against this be — r- bat ked up st the re — 
ing iceling that was sweeping everything “But vou cant, Doctor Gambie! ( 


rot—ends gumming and clogging, too! before it. ; know the rules! Internes are ot 
Then out of the tumult with } 

realization came slowly back. Tod—she “And get out of here and get tl 

years of faithful service—you can pen of yours. Keep it trouble-free had to call Miss Carter to get Dix surgery ready!” Flick barked. ‘“*He’ 





7 . . . . 
You can make your pen give extra So don’t take chances with that 


stop most pen troubles before they and out of the repair shop by 


soe aff?” "? j 
start — if you switch to Parker filling it with the protective writ- wa ete oe ey as, mo Uregory He strode past Sue w 
: She wrenched herself free from Flick’s out a ance 
Quink, today! ing fluid—remarkable Parker arms in one quick movement. “Do you \I ha ( a ee i eae :, 
Parker Quink containing solv-x Quink. Brilliant, smooth-flowing, think this Is hat | came in the hospital i I ! ey W 
protects all makes of pens in 4 _ fast-drying Qu/nk actually costs no ae ve ee ™ ; 2 soir ’ ee, and Fora, They break 1 aa 
important ways: more than ordinary inks. Ideal at Z 7 a ee ie ? sli er ‘a od ith | ; Lins 7 Ps ; : . | 


tpe > . » Lae Da ‘ ; y ? Lo j tl, nad tir | eT) ‘ cnt % | \ 
‘ € S ( < J ? rts f irtlyv { l u } 1 Vy Su l Kk eo ¢ CCl } 
1. Prevents metal corrosion die for steel pens, too. Parker Pen Co., importance,” he said ct ine ne \ ; 1 y k rucer. W 


rot always caused by high-acid inks. Litd., Toronto, Canada. and waike d into Tod oe “tog cae % ; ‘] 
a Ends all ‘ : : + He r hands were shaking as she picket vot ng Sue's eve fel] | | 
B ge gumming and clogging. Gives * * up the house phone to call Miss Carter, me to tell you that Miss Petrie want 
quick starting—even flow. Quink comes in four permanent colours: but the supervisor’s brisk voice steadied | D ( y. 
3. Dissolves and flushes away the sedi- Black, Blue-Black, Royal Blue and Red. her. “You'll have to call him yourself, \\ Carter grunted. ‘“‘Is that 
ment left by ordinary inks. Three washable colors: Blue. Green and Sue. I’m busy having twins.” osed to be news?” 
4. Cleans your pen as it writes—keeps Violet. Four-ounce size, 25 cents. Two- Sue dialed Dix's number and his voice om s a she'll wake 
it out of the repair shop. ounce size, 15 cents. answered sleepily. “Yes? What? Wait the whole ! . 
a minute, Sue—not so fast!” *That’s we need! All right, « 
“Doctor Gamble says Tod—’’ sh hin anda t of good it willdo!’ Miss 
told him again, slowly. Carter went to Tod’s room with the 


** Appendix!” Dix sounded astonished. air of washing her hands of Lael, Dix, 


& 
“Nuts! He had no rigidity—no tem- d evervone else. 
perature sid When Dix answered, he sounded 
“*He has now,” Sue said, not remind- exasperated. “‘Su ou again?” 


ing him that he hadn’t seen Tod for tw “It’s M Petrie this time,” Sue said 
days. She went on, giving Dix the vith dignity. “She insists she’s going to 
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complete picture. di 1} ye,” 














The Window 


Continued from page 9 


flaunted now. Girl and horse seemed 
one as she came flying back to get 
supper. 

Seth was proud of Kerry. When 
neighbors dropped in he would make her 
sit down at the parlor organ and sing fo 


them. Kerry’s cowboy songs her west- 
ern way of riding were curious things in 
the region of Kit’s Ferry. However, th 
organ sounded happy played like that. 
Seth seemed happy too. And certainly 
the young bride was happy. She seemed 
to shine, to move with wings. 

And then the snow began to fly. 
Kerry had never lived so intimately with 
snow. She thought it was going tobe fun. 
By the time the snow began, most of the 
house had been shut off to save fuel. 
Seth’s family had always done this. It 
was a big house, 15 rooms. Why heat 
more than was needed? 

Seth and Kerry lived now in the 
kitchen and the bedroom adjoining. The 
kitchen was huge and comfortable, a 
house in itself. There was even a couch 
in it, and rocking chairs, a desk with 
books, and dotted swiss curtains at the 
window. The old sealed fireplace with 
its brick ovens was there too, the radio 
on one side, the telephone on the other. 
Along the wide spaces of north and south 
walls were cupboards, some with hand- 
hewn doors, others open-shelved to dis- 
play the cake baskets and lustre platters 
that added up to a hundred years of 
Hallam wedding presents. On the east 
was the ell, the passage to the barn. The 
toolhouse was in the ell, and Jason’s 
room, close to the warm kitchen. 

Snug, yes, thought Kerry. But if there 
were a window in the north wall she 
could look out and see the road, could 
see Seth too when he worked in the fields. 
She spoke of this when she first came. 
“I could sit by the window when I’m 
paring or peeling. I could bring the cake 
board out of the pantry and cut the 
cookies there.” 

Seth had laughed. It was a funny 
idea, a window where a window had 
never been. Six generations ago a Hal- 
lam had built this kitchen, and now this 
little newcomer wanted it changed. 

““You’ve got a window,” he said. 

“But it looks out on the dairy and 
the chicken yard.” 

He answered, “Come those old nor’- 
easters you'll forget about windows. 
This kitchen was planned to hibernat« 
in. You’ll see.” 

But she hadn’t seen. 


THE SNOW grew heavier. Seth and 
Jason shovelled constantly, met with 
other shovellers in the lane. Seth 
began going to the bush to draw wood, 
cutting it there. On these days Kerry 
packed him a lunch, followed him into 
the yard, watching him drive away. In 
the late afternoon he would be back, 
smelling of pine, his hands stiff from 
handling the icy logs. If she had a win- 
dow she could watch for him while she 
worked. She would be able to see the 
world, too. A window would bring 
sky into her kitchen. I wouldn’t mind 


the nor’ easters, she thought. | used to 


the 


\ l 


ride out in the storms at home. But you 
couldn’t ride out in snow like this. When 
he went to the woods Seth had to take 
his axe and make footholds for the 
horses. 

You needed a window to feel free. 


ler 
Worship 
The 
Mayor 


HE’S CHARMING; she’s talented; she’s the first lady mayor in 
the Maritime Provinces; and Kentville, N.S., maintained its 

| reputation as a progressive community when it gave her an 
overwhelming majority over her male opponent. 

Mrs. H. Wyman Porter is her name—as anybody for miles 
around, in that pleasant orchard country of Acadia, can tell you. 
The townsfolk and farmers have known her a long time—32 years 
to be exact, since she came from Sydney, her birthplace—and they’ ve 
not only watched her success as wife, mother, hostess, but requisi- 
tioned her wisdom and public spirit for many community projects. 
It was a logical step to offer her the highest office after her breadth of 
experience on the school board, public welfare committee, war 
services panel, Red Cross and hospital boards, and in other active 
groups organized for practical service. 

Kentville citizens sum up her outstanding characteristics as 
unpretentiousness, directness and innate honesty, and they will tell 
you it is these which have made Mrs. Porter a dominant but never 
domineering figure in their community life. She has never forgotten 
for an instant that she is a woman, yet she is the first to disapprove 
the tendency to make a sensation of “women in public office.” To 
her way of thinking, women are individuals, and she believes they 
should live their lives by that conviction. If their capabilities and 
opportunities should lead them into the political field, then, she 
believes, they not only have a right, but a duty, there. She derives 
far more satisfaction from the knowledge that her abilities have been 
recognized by the voters than from the fact that she is the first 
woman ever to win a mayoralty contest in the Maritimes. 

“But why is it,” she asks, “in a century in which women enjoy 
equal educational opportunities and can make successful careers, 
that, with marriage, they are so apt to shirk any public office 
which their previous training, together with their new experiences 
and responsibilities of marriage, should enable them to fill so well?” 

Mrs. Porter herself is an excellent housekeeper and a cook of 
considerable local fame. On the day of the election she went to the 
polls, then conducted her usual cooking class, and later returned 
home to await the news. This was reminiscent of the year before 
when friends searched for her to break the news that she had been 
re-elected town councillor by a record majority. That time they 
found her poised and unperturbed in her own kitchen, engaged in 
one of her favorite pastimes, baking cakes. 

In her own life, in the comfortable home she has made for her 
husband and daughter, she has proved that the womanly arts need 
never be lost or neglected just because a woman thinks and works 
for betterment beyond her immediate four walls. Home life, she 
insists, is no longer a specific space with well-marked boundaries; it 
is vitally linked up with the laws of the land, with schools, with the 
community’s attitude toward education, health, and general welfare. 
How can a conscientious woman in the home improve these import- 
ant influences? This is Mrs. Porter’s answer: “ By constant vigilance; 
by tiresome meetings; by intelligent participation and understanding 
in politics and crvil and international affairs; by clear thinking and 
by democratic training of our children. There is no easy way; it is a 
job that will last as long as we live. But the goal to be achieved 
makes it a magnificent challenge!” 
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She took to going upstairs to watch 
for Seth. 

“| waste time that way,” she told him. 

He answered, “‘That won’t last.” 

She saw that he was waiting for her to 
get used to things. One evening at sup- 
per Jason spoke up, an argument to end 
all arguing. “‘Who’s got time to cut a 
winder?” he enquired. “He’d cold the 
house off while he was adoin’ it.” 

Kerry looked darkly at Jason. She 
had forgotten he was there. 

The Guernsey calved that night. Seth 
and Jason worked with her till dawn. 
Kerry worked too, heating water for the 
thirsty mother, making the hot bran 
mush, Afterward Seth and Jason had 
milked 12 cows, and Seth had driven the 
milk to the main road to be shipped to 
the milk plant. A nor’easter was blow- 
ing with a hard blinding sleet. And she 
had been nagging about a window. 

She said no more after that. Life held 
too many wonderful moments. Mo- 
ments when Seth came in unexpectedly 
from his chores just to be with her a 
spell. Moments when he hitched the 
mare to the cutter and they drove into 
nearby Crandley on some errand, she in 
her ski pants and the beaver coat he had 
given her at Christmas, the big bear rug 
over them both. Evenings when the 
lamplight glowed in the rows of lustre 
plates, and the oak wood crackled in the 
stove, and she mended or knitted while 
Seth read to her from one of his favorite 
books—a sea tale usually; Kerry liked 
them too. Nights when she lay beside 
him, asking no more than his arms, 
thankful that she had found him. 

Then there came a day in late Janu- 
ary when she told herself it would soon 
be spring, and she wouldn’t need a win- 
dow so much. Seth had left in the truck 
for Crandley that morning, taking with 
him Jason and the radio and the mor- 
ning’s milk. The milk would be sent to 
Brattleton, the radio was in need of re- 
pairs and there was no telling when 
they’d get it back. Jason was in need of 
repairs too, but they hoped to get Jason 
back right away. His weazened apple 
face had been wrapped in a shawl, for a 
tooth was tormenting him and would 
have to be pulled. 

Seth had expected to be back by noon. 
Dinner was waiting, and at one o’clock 
Kerry went upstairs for the third time 
to watch for him. This was the room she 
had chosen when she first came. She 
loved the wallpaper with its quaint pat- 
tern of doves, the big four-poster, all- 
feather bed and deep pillows, the sturdy 
chest and hooked rug. She had to put on 
her fur coat to come here, but her 
memories of the room were warm and 
sweet. With the first day of spring she 
was coming back. 

There was no sign of Seth, and Kerry 
drew the shade again and went out. A 
dozing cat woke as she came into the 
kitchen. He was a calico cat, large and 
aloof, bearing the undistinguished name 
of Tom. He had been the special pet of 
Seth’s mother, and his chair was beside 
the stove, directly under an empty bird- 
cage. Tom and the empty cage. There 
was no connection. The canary had died 
a natural death a year before. 


I HATE CAGES, Kerry thought sud- 
denly. Would Seth miss this one if she 
hid it somewhere? He might. He hadn’t 
liked her placing the organ against an 
inside wall where it sounded better. He 
had been vaguely disturbed till she 
moved it back. Better let the birdcage 



























































_ HEAVEN... it’s you in his arms! 
This is what poets talk about 

this moment divine, this summer sigh 
before sweet wild rapture! Soon- 

quick man-kisses come to sting the skin 

and storm the heart! Atremble you 

hear him whisper, “Be ever as now... 


stav for me love’s lovely answer!” 


. ... cherish your bright beauty 

with Woodbury, the facial soap made for 
che skin alone . . . made extra-mild by 
Woodbury’s costly mellowing ingredient. 
Daily, take a Woodbury Facial Cocktail. 
You'll revel in lather smooth as 

cream, lusciously mild! Do try it... 

it's Woodbury’s wonderful way to keep 


skin in soft bloom. Easy to adore! 
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FOR THE SKIN 
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(MADE IN CANADA) 
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EXCEPTIONAL ENTERTAINMENT 


It Requires Much More Than Stars 
To Create a Film Constellation. 


This advertisement has been dictated by 


a number of people in Calgary and 
North Sydney, N.S. 


They have pointed out to Eagle-Lion 
how much their enjoyment of these new 
films from the Rank Studios is increased 
by exceptional performances in support- 
ing roles. 


no ee 


In these studios, the objective is a flaw- 
less performance by every member of 
the cast. The term, 
may be misleading. In Eagle-Lion films, 
internationally-noted players are regu- 
larly seen in brief and brilliant bits. One 
dozen and one examples of stellar acting 
ability in a single picture are not un- 
common. London's film industry has 
an extraordinary talent pool of magnifi- 
cent performers including scores from 
continental screens and stages 
permanently established there. 


supporting role, 


now 


COMEDY 


Stanley Holloway, 


famed as the comic 
who originated the 
Sam monologues, is 
a ticket collector in 
Noel Coward's BRIEF ENCOUNTER. 
LOVE STORY has given Tom Walls, 
outstanding in past seasons as a come- 
dian, 





top honours in character parts. 


WITCHERY 


Sally Gray, 


Laurenbacallic 
blonde in 
CARNIVAL, is 
heading starward from the chorus of 
Fred Astaire musicals. Jean Simmons 
is worth watching among the brunettes. 





EAGLE-LION pga 
VILLAINY 
| 


Dennis Price 


The battalion of ex- 
ceptional artists is 
increasing month by 
month as new discoveries appear. Dennis 
Price, otherwise a charming fellow, 
emerges in CARAVAN as a silk- smooth 
but wholly despicable villain. Any 
Eagle-Lion fan can additional 


examples from his own favourites. 


* * * 
PARADE, the Eagle 


spec ial, already shown in Canada 

coast to coast, is QUOTE the most un- 
usual and inspired ex. ample of news- reporting 
by the Technicolor camera, which has yet 
reached any screen UNQUOTI 


* * * 
Eagle-Lion Pictures at your Favourite Theatre 





quote 
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from 


VICTORY 


ee 


happy. She had seemed happy, but she 
not. Somehow he had failed. If 
he could know that she was safe. If he 
could know where she had gone . . « 
She had gone home, he told himself. 
Jason thought so too. ‘‘ Mebbe she was 
Jason said. But Seth remem- 
Kerry to get a girl in 
Orpha’s place, partly that she might 
have company during the day, and she 
had said, “I don’t need company.” 
The more Seth thought about it the 
more he blamed the heavy winter for 
Kerry’s leaving. Surely he had kept her 
warm with the chunk stove in the bed- 
room, and the kitchen woodbox always 
filled. She just wasn’t used to snow, and 
she hadn’t seen much else these last 
three certain 


was 


| ” 
onesome, 


bered urging 


months ... He waited, 
that she would write. 

Most of the work fell on Jason in the 
days that followed when no word came. 
Jason felt for Seth, moving like a ma- 
chine, watching for the mail. Jason 
didn’t mind the extra work which in- 
cluded most of the cooking. He was a 
sight without his teeth, and until the 
new ones came he’d just as soon Seth’s 
young wife stayed away. Orpha would 
come back if they Iet her know the fix 
were in, but Seth wasn’t telling 
nybody. Looked like he couldn’t. 
Funny how when a man took a wife his 
Not that Jason had 
ever know none torun away be fore. 

3ut girls these days,” he said, and 
advised Seth to lie low. She'll jest run 
the faster if you run after her.” 

Letters for Kerry from her family con- 
tinued to arrive, and Seth, who was pre- 
paring to run after her, knew that she 
had not gone home. He put the letters 
in the desk. He waited. He slept now on 
the couch in the kitchen. He couldn’t 
bedroom with Kerry’s va- 
cant pillow beside him. 

Girls these days . . What did Jason 
know about girls? What, for that mat- 
ter, did he know himsclf? But there 
must be those who did know, who had 
given thought to these things. 


they 


troubles began. 


sle ep in the 


SETH DROVE Jason into Kit’s Ferry 
In Kit’s he 


Ww ho had 


to get the new dentures. 
to call on the 
married him and Kerry. 
passed since Kerry left, and he had to 
talk with someone besides Jason. He 
didn’t know the parson very well, which 


went parson 


Two weeks had 


made it easier. 
somehow a link with Kerry. 

The study looked almost the same as 
on that August afternoon. The peaked 
clock, the red ; Now there was 


a sea coal fire ind snow 


And the parson seemed 


geranium, 


in the ite, ¢ 
h 


PTs 
piled at the window. 7 le parson lis- 


tened, oe at the frre. 


‘These things are strange he said, 


, 


his voice falling quietly on Seth’s 


TY T I 
bled mind. “Two people who have 


I 
who never 


trou 
seemed happy, had a Cross 
word. We will ask to be shown the way.” 

Le knelt down on the rug, and s th 


too got to his knees. He listened to the 


simple prayer for light and guidance, 
ind though he had never been given 
on 
muc h to praye Fe he felt better. 
‘ , t a 
‘It’s out of your hands now, the par- 
yn said. ‘ When we pray we let go of 
> 

things. 

dl hs pray, Seth told him, “but the 
( rds dor t come. 

$9? 

“Prayer is not always words,” said 
the kindly man. “An act may be a 
ta 

Seth thanked him and went out into 


Continued on page 0 
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Love went packing... 


Through ... done for... all our 
dreams and sharing, and our 
little “love nest”’ of a home! ... 
Foolish me—not to realize it was 
my fault our happiness was 
spoiled. I thought | understood 
about feminine hygiene. But it 





took my doctor to save the day 
for us. He pointed out, oh so 
emphatically: “‘Once-in-a-while 
care just isn’t enough”. . . and 
told’ me to use “Lysol’’ brand 
disinfectant for douching— 
always. 


Z Sf ii} 


pe VL 


SAMS: e 
ets 


but came home fo stay 


New lease on love at our house 
now ...and aso happy Mr. and 
Mrs. ! Of course | took the 
doctor’s advice always use 
dependable “Lysol” now, for 
douching. No more salt, soda or 
other homemade solutions for me, 


after the doctor said 
a proved germ-killer that cleanses 
So easy 


“Lysol” is 
thoroughly, yet gently. 


and economical to use, too— 


there’s no reason to be careless 
... risk happiness ,.. ever! 


Check these facts with your Doctor 


Proper 
care is impc 
happiness and 
ever woman 
thoroughiy 


rtant 


Ly ’ solution 
time! Powerful danenae- 
“Ly 


l's”’ greater i 


spreadc- 





wer means it reaches 


more deeply into f 


ing po 


und crevices to search out 
germ Proved germ-killer 


under 


For Feminine Hygiene use 


“LYSOL” is the f 
& Fink (C la) Limit 


eT 


feminine hygiene tory 





ee | 


es. More women 
” for fer 
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of stress. However, if it frequently gets 


above normal, or stays there, 





aa 


the 


heart FF RS , must work harder and ulti- 





mately may be impaired. The blood ves- 


sels are also put under greater strain 








against high blood pressure. 


When caught in time, high blood 


Die irem CRM Sm Geitecel ce eae te 


sibly eliminated. 





If an elevation of the blood pressure 
develops, periodic medical examinations 
will detect it in the early stages and permit 
your doctor to advise measures which may 
keep it in check. 


Medical scientists are continuing to study 
new methods to combat high blood pressure. 
Some authorities believe the kidneys play 
a vital part in certain high blood pressure 
cases and that these patients may be helped 
through special diets and limitation of 
liquids. New surgical techniques at times 
have proved effective for selected cases. 
Psychotherapy is another method under 
consideration. There also is hope that new 
drugs may be developed which will be 
helpful. 


One bundred and forty-eight life insurance 


companies have formed the Life Insurance 
Medical Research Fund. This group is 
making grants to help finance research 
projects relating to diseases of the heart 
and blood vessels, including high blood 
pressure. 

To learn more about high blood pressure, 
its effect upon your heart, and how to guard 
against it, send for Metropolitan’s free booklet 
“Protecting Your Heart.” Address your re- 
quest to Booklet Dept. 86L, Canadian Head 
Office, Ottawa. 


Metropolitan Life 


Insurance Company 
(A MUTUAL COMPANY) 


New York 
Frederick H. Ecker 


HAIRMAN OF THE BOARD 


Leroy A. Lincoln 
PRESIDENT 


Canadian Head Office: Ottawa 





| woman, 


alone. Suddenly she unhooked the cage 
and carried it out to the storeroom in the 
ell, ramming it down behind some boxes. 
She went into the barn and gave the 
stock their midday feeding. Seth will be 
there when I get back, she told herself. 

But Tom was still alone on her return. 
His yellow eyes questioned her. Cats are 
queer, thought Kerry. Something has 
happened to Seth. She thought of the 
slippery road, of the hairpin turn out- 
side Crandley. It was something new for 
her to be nervous. People used to be late 
at home, she thought; but there were so 
many of us about—dad and Aunt Tina, 
Susan and the twins—and the house all 
open. She had started to go upstairs 
again when she hear someone drive past 
the north wall into the garage. She 
opened the kitchen door and Seth came 
in, tall in his big coonskin coat, bringing 
the cold. 

“Kerry! 
phoned?” 

“Upstairs, maybe. Or in the barn,” 
speaking from the depths of his shaggy 
arms. He was all right. He was there. 
“I fed the stock,” she added. 

He said, “I knew you would,” and 
pulled off his thick gloves. “Jason had a 
time. All his teeth have to come out. 
He’s staying with his niece till it’s 
over. I tried twice to phone you.” 

He hung his coat behind the stove, 
pulled off his wet boots and put on the 
slippers warming beside Tom’s chair. 
He washed his hands at the sink while 
Kerry put dinner on the table. 

“Jason will be ready to come home 
by Thursday,” he said. “I'll pick him 
up when I take the bull calf to market.” 

Till Thursday, she thought. She was 
sorry for Jason, but his absence would 
keep Seth close to home. There would 
be no errands to town, no drawing of 
They would have their meals 


Where were you when I 


wot rd. 
alone. 


ON THURSDAY Seth was late in get- 
ting away. It had snowed all night and 
there was shovelling to do. The bull calf 
didn’t want to go, and the truck had 
some internal ailment. When Seth 
finally got off he said to Kerry, “Don’t 
worry if I’m not back by five. Just 
phone Budge Lewis to come over and do 
the milking.” 

Kerry did not worry. At five she 
phoned Budge, then she started supper, 
remembering to have soft food for Jason 
who would be toothless. It was dark 
when she heard Budge among the rest- 
less cows. Night seemed to have settled 
down when he left. Kerry wanted to go 
upstairs to watch for lights in the road, 
but feared to leave the telephone. She 
hummed a little song for company as 
she moved about. She missed the radio 

Tom woke up and sat watching her, 
his eyes large and yellow in the lamp- 
light. That uncanny cat. But he doesn’t 
know anything, thought Kerry. Seth 
was all right before. He’s all right now. 

She fed Tom, and tried to eat her own 
supper. She began to walk up and down 
while the cat watched her. Tom appar- 


| ently had never seen a restless worried 


Kerry sat down by the stove 
and thought of Seth’s mother, who, 


| Orpha said, had been so efficient in her 


youth, Often she found herself thinking 


| of Seth’s mother when she was here 


alone. It was as if the older woman had 
left some aura which made itself felt 
when you were by yourself... That 
was her chair, the low rocker with the 
red cushions. It had a way of creaking 
now and then as old chairs do, She had 


sat there till the last, helping Orpha with 
little things like shelling peas. In pain 
often, but calm and sensible. 

She belonged to these parts, thought 
Kerry bitterly. She didn’t grow up 
on the prairies running wild. I’m a dud 
as a farmer’s wife. “Seth, where are 
you?” she cried aloud. “Seth, telephone 
me! I wouldn’t be so worried if I could 
see out.” 

Something creaked in the room and 
she looked up. 

Seth’s mother was sitting in the low 
hickory chair. She was dressed like her 
portrait in the parlor, the braided crown 
of hair, the gold brooch, She sat smiling 
a little, as if listening. Kerry heard it 
too. A chirping, a sudden trill, the mere 
Kerry looked to- 
ward the window and saw that the bird- 


A yellow 


shadow of a sound. 


cage hung there once more. 
bird was in it, singing. 

I’m going crazy, she thought, and saw 
that Tom was watching her again. She 
shut her eyes and stood up, walked past 
the low chair and out into the ell. She 
went in. the storeroom and found her 
bag, carried it to the bedroom and began 
to pack it. She put on a woollen dress, 
her beaver cap with the ear muffs, the 
rubber boots. The low chair was empty 
when she went back, the birdcage gone. 
Tom was asleep. Kerry put on her fur 
coat. 

{ must leave a note, she thought. 

She found a pencil and wrote: “I’m 
losing my mind...” 

She crumpled the sheet of paper and 
dropped it into the stove. She wrote 
again, more steadily: “‘Good-by, dear. 
I can’t stand it any longer. Kerry.” 
After a moment she added, “I love you,” 
and laid the note beside the lamp. 

At the door she stopped, thinking the 
phone might ring. Then she went out. 
The cold beat against her as if to press 
her back, but the night was clear and 
In the 
lane her feet crunched into hard snow, 
Now 


slipped, holding out the suitcase to bal- 


starlit, the walk shovelled clean. 


crusted with ice. and then she 
Her face was turned to- 
ward town. She would walk the mile to 
the main road and wait there for the bus. 
She would just about make it. 


““MEBBE IT was me,” said Jason. 

The two men stood beside the kitchen 
lamp. Seth held Kerry’s note. He had 
let Jason read it, had picked it up again. 
It didn’t make sense. It wasn’t real. 

“She might a-thought I didn’t like 
her cookin’,” “IT wouldn’t 
eat that pepper sauce she made for the 
fish cakes.” 


ance herself. 


said Jason. 


Seth answered, hardly knowing that 
he spoke, “I was late.” 

They had spent three hours with a 
dead centre in a lonely stretch of road 
this side of Kit’s Ferry. Seth had walked 
four miles for help. He had worried 
about Kerry, but there was no telephone 
closer than Kit’s. 


“Til get shed of my things,” said 
Jason. 
Seth went into the store room. 


Kerry’s bag was gone from the shelf 
where he had placed it. On the floor lay 
the empty birdcage. He had not missed 
it... « Kerry, 
carrying her bag, running away 

In the the dress she had 
that the bed. 
Housedresses and aprons hung in the 
closet. They were bright and gay, like 
Kerry, like her songs. She had left them 
behind as she had left him, as she had 
left her life there. She had not been 


Kerry out in the snow, 
where? 
bedroom 


worn morning lay on 
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Something's Going to Happen 


Continued from page 15 


tied. Never been anywhere. Never done 
anything. Pretty pale blue. 

At last Jeff turned to her kindly.“ And 
how goes the home front, MJ?” 

‘Pretty dull, Jeff.” 

“Why don’t you break out and se 
the world?” 

“Oh, I wish I could. I wantto... 

“Now, Mary Jane, you could,” 


Daddy offered. “I'll be glad to help you 


as soon as travel’s normal again.” 

“Thanks, Daddy.” 

“Why wait?” Sally spurred her on. 
“There are loads of ways to go now. If 
I didn’t have the kids I’d be off this 
minute.” 

Mary Jane just shook her head. There 
was a fullness in her, choking off her 
voice. 

““MJ’s not for adventures. She’s the 
domestic type.” Jeff grinned at her. 

Mary Jane smiled back, but it hurt a 
little. How would it be to see the world? 
The longing to know was suddenly quite 
unbearable. It was something stored up 
too long inside her, till it was going bad. 
She fingered the stuff of her suit. That's 
why I don’t get anywhere. Just a 
Look at Sally. She 


wears chartreuse with a scarlet comb in 


tailored pastel. 


her hair and she 
looks wonderful. 
Why can’t I be like 
Sally? And Jeff? 
Why can’t I go 
places? 
“You could go Is this what 
right now.” Jeff was 
giving out with 
some more of his 
brash nonsense. me? 
“Ken, here, is start- 
ing off again in a 
couple of weeks on a 
new project. Going 
to China, aren't 
you? He needs a tary greed, 
secretary. He could 
take you, if you 
wanted to go.” 
“He could take 
me?” 
“Sure. Want to 
go?”’ Ken said. 
“Nope, not Mary 
Jane,” Jeff said with 
unknowing cruelty. “She likes her little 


And are bound 
To paper. 


comforts and she wouldn’t know an 
emergency if it bit her.” 

Ken laughed. Mary Jane did too, but 
it was through a sob in her throat. That’s 
the way It was. Jeff was talking, offering 
her the world one minute and snatching 
it back the next. And none of it meant 
anything. How could he guess there was 
a swelling inside her, painful, huge, of 
desire and dreams? She would burst 
with it. 

But actually, of course, she sat still 
and said nothing. Yet something had 
happened. Something vital. Something 
conclusive. Something not to be denied. 
I will go to China. I'll fool them all. The 
talk swirled about her. She felt the 
nearness and dearness of the family 
about her, but it was blurred. The silver 
on the table gleamed, the glass sparkled. 
The food smelled good, but it had lost 
its taste. Plans gushed at the back of 
her mind. 

She lingered on in the living room with 
Ken that evening after the others had 
gone to bed. She saw that his thin face 
had sharp bones, that his hair stood up 


. By MARY ALLEN 


Translated on paper 
The unbearable sacrifice means 
To the country, the children, and 


I'd like to tear it across! 

These barbs of relativity 

Renew the pain of loss 

I cannot yet accept them qraciously. 


War and death were born of mone- 


In the never-ending chain; 
Weighted down in fetters 
Of political economy — 
But we too struggle 


straight so you could see the clean roots 
of it. The skin was peeling on his ears 
where he had got sunburned. His arm 
went around her and he said, “‘ You’re a 
soft little thing.” 

“Tm not!” That was just the wrong 
thing for him to say. “I’m deceptively 
soft. Actually I’m very tough.” How 
could she prove it? There were, after 
all, no loving cups to haul out testifying 
to her endurance. 

“IT would have said you were romantic, 
a dreamer.” 

“Not at all. I’m sturdy and rugged.” 

Ken grinned knowingly. ‘You want 
to go to China.” 

i Yes, oh, yes!” 

“You’re a little minx.” 

“I’m a good secretary.” 

“TIl bet you’re a screamer. You’d 
jump if you saw a snake or a mouse or a 
sco! pion.” 

“No, honestly.” But there had been 
screams in her throat all day. Horror 
crouched in wait... and when it 
came, how would she react? Would she 
prove herself to Ken? That something 
was surely, surely going to happen 
hovered over her, making her jump at 
every sound. How did she know? Why 
did she feel so certain? Was it because 
they were all so safe and happy? 

Or was it because she who had all her 
life gone unscathed must now be tested? 

She had _ revoked 
this evening the easy 
and the safe. She 


= ' 
Pension Cheque had chosen adven- 


ture. In the adven- 
turous way was risk 
and suffering. But 
nothing must hap- 
pen to her beloved 
family gathered here 
together. They must 
be safe. 


MARY JANE slept 
fitfully that night, 
waking often to lis- 
ten while she lay in 


And thousands still are struggling taut silence. The 


morning was bright 
and cold. ‘“‘Who’d 
like to go canoeing 
on the river?”” Mary 
Jane said. 

Jeff hooted. “That 
from you! MJ’s our 
lazy one, Ken, never 
goes for the rugged life.” 

“*T do if the company’s good enough,” 
she said quietly. Somehow she must 
break down that reputation, this well- 
meaning teasing of Jeff’s. Maybe he 
thought that Ken liked lilies and was 
trying to give her a build-up. She looked 
at Ken, and found his eyes on her, 
appraising, liking her. 

“ll take you up on that,” he said. 

Chey were on the river and the water 
skimming under them was bright steel, 
solid, till she remembered it was water 

treacherous. The pull behind was 
strong. Ken’s efforts pulled them along. 
She caught the rhythm and moved with 
him. It was good. There was unity in 
the motion, strength and understanding 
and the water was sure again. They 
talked of his work and far places and 
Ken accepted her sincerity, her humble 
offering of her interest. 

The skin pulled tender on her palms, 
working loose against the wood till the 
raw flesh was exposed, but Ken’s quiet 
voice coming to her made her forget 
the soreness. A voice on the water is 
the essence of itself, and of its owner. 
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Yardley Dry Skin Cleansing 
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Cream... $1.25 





Yardley English Complexion 


Powder .. . $1.00 
(Perfumed with ‘‘Bond Street’’) 
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YARDLE 





VvY-LONDON 






OF LONDON 


@ When you first dip a finger-tip into the 
gentle softness of a Yardley Cream, you know 
you'll look lovelier. You'll find it the same 
with light-textured, light-hearted English 
Complexion Powder... with the lip-lovely 
Yardley Lipstick... or with any one of the 
Yardley Beauty Preparations—all created by 
Yardley for those who love life’s finer things. 


Yardley Lipstick 
$1.25 
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their love! 


Great 


the risk! 







6@ 





CARY GRANT 
INGRID BERGMAN 


in ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S 


Notorious’ 
CLAUDE RAINS 


RK © LOUIS CALHERN - LENORE ULRIC 


ADI 


MADAME LEOPOLDINE KONSTANTIN 
W let by ALFRED HITCHCOCK 











| BLUE-JAY | 


with 


| MUPERCAME 


deadens the pain, 
.- loosens the core 


HERE’S how the new 
Blue-Jay will act on that 
throbbing corn of yours. 
Right away Nupercaine 
—the new anaesthetic 
substance in Blue-Jay— 
will start to ease the pain. 
At the same time Blue- 
Jay’s gentle medication 
will soften and loosen the 
core itself so you can 
simply lift it out. 


Why not let the new Blue- 
Jay start to work on your 
corn now! Get a package 
of the new Blue-Jay 
today. 








all the way. “What if someone was 
murdered next door? That’s what it 
sounded liketome. I can’t stopshaking.”’ 

Don’t be silly,”” Mary Jane said, but 
the sound of the scream was still echoing 
in her ears. 

[t was not an echo. The screams were 
here and now, right in the kitchen. The 
sound pressed all motion from Mary 
Jane’s body for a moment and then she 
turned around, “Sally!” 

Sally was shrieking. Her hands made 
grabbing motions at her legs. She was 
crying hysterically, “I scalded myself!’’ 

Mary Jane mopped at the water, 
snatched lard from the icebox, smeared 
it on the growing red patches on Sally’s 
legs. 

Daddy and Mike pounded into the 
room, 

Mother called feebly from upstairs. 

Sally’s hysterics went into high gear. 

Mary Jane slapped her. She faced 
Daddy and Mike, “Everybody calm 
down!”’ she commanded. “Carry Sally 
upstairs and give her an aspirin. Tell 
mother what happened and stay with 
her. I'll bring the tea right up.” 

The children were crying. 

Mary Jane moved more quickly than 
she ever had before in her life. She was 
steady, sure. She took up the tea tray. 
There was milk for the children. Every- 
one drank and relaxed and talked more 
quietly, 

Mary Jane went back to bed. Some- 
thing had happened and everyone was 
still all right. Mary Jane felt much 
better. She went right to sleep. 


IN THE morning when she woke she 
stretched comfortably. The tension that 
had been in her these past two days was 
broken. There was something to re- 
member! Something nice. Oh, yes, 
something had happened, and she had 
behaved well, and everyone was all 
right. 

She went to the bathroom, pulling her 
tailored blue flannel robe around her 
slender body as she went. That’s funny 
. .. throat’s a little sore. Don’t feel as 
if I’m catching cold. She tried gargling, 
but it was more as if the muscles of the 
throat instead of the lining were sore. 

A hot shaking, a redness began in her 
toes and ran up to her head, so her head 
was a stove and her cheeks the blazing 
burners. 

None of us have nightmares, Daddy 
had said last night when they were try- 
ing to discover the origin of the screams. 
But one of us did. One of us did. 

I did. I made Mother faint. I made 
Grandma ill. Shame was a sickness, a 
nausea in her sore, damning throat. I 
screamed. 

Mary Jane moved slowly back to her 
room. The sprigged cover, blue and 
white, mocked her. The whele chaste 
sensible room rejected her. She threw 
herself down on the bed and covered her 
head with the blanket. 

There was a knock at the door. Mary 
Jane didn’t answer. Ken came in, 

“Excuse me for bargin’ in, MJ, but | 
heard you gargling and thought maybe 
you caught cold in all that running 
around last night. | have a super-duper 
gargle.” 

Mary Jane made herself sit up and 
look at him. She saw his long thin face, 
ilready so dear, already so definitely 
lost to her. He had brushed his hair and 
it was damp, but it still pushed up 
defiantly at odd angles. 

# Continued on page 75 
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To Keep Your Plate or Bridge 
Sparkling Clean and Odor-Free 


Soak it Daily in SAFE—EASY Polident 


a, ™ “= a Mie lay safe! Don’t try to brush-off DEN- 
; TURE BREATH! Actually, the harder 
no BRUSHIng | ally, the 


you brush your plate or bridge, the more 
you may offend. 

You see, brushing with ordinary tooth 
pastes, powders or soaps may scratch your 
plate material. This material is 60 times 
softer than natural teeth. These easily-made 
scratches are traps in which food particles 
and film collect ... causing offensive DEN- 
TURE BREATH. 

So play safe! Avoid DENTURE BREATH 
this easy, brushless way. Just soak your 
plate or bridge daily in Polident solution. 
There’s no brushing, so no danger. Costs 
Seok plate or bridge ‘ia less than 1¢ a day to use. 40¢ and 75¢ 
Ot Cum Gt Tat sizes of Polident at all drug stores. 


. 





Tolarel eealart Molale Mi eae Tole ba 


to use. A daily Polident 
Rhee RSM tiei delat ia) Use Loui 
brushing never seems to 


reach, keeps dentures 


a a ct TO KEEP PLATES AND BRIDGES 
CLEAN... AND ODOR-FREE! 





powders and found that you had to apply 
LW0SE PLATES them three or four times a day, didn't 
e like their taste or messiness, then new 


Poli-Grip is for you 


Amazing NEW CREAM Holds Pleasant to use, dainty and economical. 


With Poli-Grip you can laugh, sing, 


Even Lowers Tight all Day eat what you want without fear of 


embarrassment 





The makers of Polident have developed Remember Poli-Grip holds 
a new cream for holding false teeth tight plates tight no matter 

Its gripping power is so sensational tha how the 

they guarantee you double your money 10¢ and T5¢ ,¥ 


back if it doesn’t hold your plates tighter, tubes at all drug Se 


longer than anything you ever tried before 
i 


If you have used old fashioned holding GUARANTEED BY POLIDENT 


®eeseeeceeeeeseeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeseeseeeeeeeeeeseeeeneee ees 


Stafford-Miller (of Canada), Limited, 172 John Street, Toronto 2, Canada 
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THE FUTURE BELONGS TO THOSE WHO PREPARE FOR IT 





Strange Music 


YOUR BABY’S first cry—what a strange and wonderful 
sound! 

To the doctor, it is the welcome signal that the child has 
caught onto life with a strong and lusty grip. But to you 
it is a lovely music—prelude to a whole future full of excit- 
ing possibilities and hopes. 

Modern fathers, gazing at that new little face, think very 
practical thoughts about assuring that son or daughter a 
good and happy place in life. A surprisingly large percent- 
age of them think in terms of Prudential life insurance. 
They take out an additional Prudential policy to protect the 
baby’s future . . . and they review their current life insur- 
ance program to be sure it is planned in the wisest possible 
way to protect baby and mother and the rest of the family 
in the years ahead. 

Your Prudential agent will be glad to go over your life 
insurance requirements with you and to help you fit your 
policies to your needs, so that you get the very best possible 
protection for your family. Call him today and arrange a 
time for this really important meeting. 





THE PRUDENTIAL 
INSURANCE COMPANY OF AMERICA 


A mutual life insurance company 


HOME OFFICE: NEWARK, NEW JERSEY 


BRANCH OFFICES IN ALL LEADING CANADIAN CITIES 





That voice told her things, coming 
blindly at her from behind as they bent 
to the oars, that she might never have 
learned any other way. 

“My, your cheeks are red,” Mother 
said when they came in. 

“It’s cold outside.” They drank hot 
coffee, lots of it, to get warm. 

The lazy day moved on. They sat 
around the fire in the evening, talking, 
Mother knitted, 
glancing up from her work to look at 
them all with love and pride, then 
bending her head to her work again. 
Her grey hair was modishly waved, her 
skin was fresh and firm and her dress was 
red, and very smart, but the look in her 
eyes was strictly old-fashioned and 


and singing later. 


maternal, 

Daddy sprawled on the chesterfield 
and sang, twisting his loose features into 
a caricature of himself, but asking still 
to be loved, to be petted and praised. His 
slipper slid off his foot. Mary Jane 
leaned over and slid it on again. Jeff 
was stretched full length on the floor, 
smoking . . . we’re an informal-looking 
bunch for this formal room, Mary Jane 
thought. But we look right in it, this 
room is us. 

Mary Jane curled one foot under her 
and perched on an ottoman in front of 
Ken’s chair. Ken’s Jength was nearly 
upright in the chair, but he was relaxed. 
Mary Jane twisted back once in a while 
to explain some family joke, to ask him 
for a song, to pull him into the group. 
She couldn’t remember just when she 
realized his strong fingers were resting 
lightly on her shoulders. 

Portrait of a family group... so 
close, so sweet, so safe. (Daddy was in 
a wonderful mood that last evening. He 
was remembering all the old songs from 
way back. How we all laughed. How 
happy we were. If only we had known 
. . . What?) It was still there, in the 
shadows ... that lurking Something, 
ready to pounce. It was part of the tug 
of war that kept Mary Jane moving 
restlessly about, bringing in drinks, 
emptying ash trays... 

She stayed to talk to Ken after the 
others had gone up, but there wasn’t 
much to say. Right up against it now. 
Tension’s running high in me... in 
you... I can feel it. In your hands 
on my shoulders ... 1 can see it in 
your eyes. The question. The bright- 
ness there. The steadiness. He kissed 
her that evening, quietly, without any 
frills, with no introductions and no 
finale. But that kiss left her shaken, as 
no other ever had, 

“Good night, Ken,” and she ran right 
up the four flights to her room. 

Now she was alone, remote, cut off, 
isolated somehow by the dark. A cocoon 
of quiet wrapped each person in the 
house, separating them from the others. 
Coffee pumped through her veins, 
phrases kept ringing in her head, and 
drew images on her burning eyelids. 

There was a stirring somewhere in 
the house. Someone was up and moving 
around. Mary Jane hushed her breath- 
ing, listening. Now, was this it? Was it 
happening now? In a minute Daddy 
might come down the hall, his face 
grave, his eyes determined not to be 
frightened and he would knock on her 


door and come in and 


NO, THE house was quiet again. But 
fear was all around in the quiet house. 
Impatiently Mary Jane flung herself 


out of bed and went to the open window. 


She stretched, breathed deep, went back 
to bed . . . slept at last. 

She woke. It was still dark. She was 
shaking horribly. She was dreadfully 
frightened. It had happened now. She 
knew that. The house was still silent but 
an echo of terrible screaming hung in the 
air. With her first true breath she got 
shaky out of bed. She picked up a 
loose corner of the sheet and wiped her 
damp face. She pulled on her robe with 
fumbling hands and went out into the 
hall. 

Other doors were opening. There was 
alight in Mother’s room, and Mary Jane 
ran down the steps toward it. Mother 
was lying on the floor, her nightgown 
twisted, her braids lying at an odd angle 
from her limp head. Daddy was stand- 
ing over her, looking daze d. Mary Jane 
felt her-mind shut off, a blessed blank- 
ness was in her. Then her brain clicked 
on again, and her heart beat, and 
strength was in her limbs and she 
moved forward, 

Daddy said, “She got up too quickly 
when we heard the screams, and 
fainted.” 

“Don’t worry.” Mary Jane went 
quickly to the bathroom, got spirits of 
ammonia, a glass, a spoon. When she 
got back Daddy was still standing there. 
Jeff and Ken were in the doorway, Sally 
and Mike behind them. 

Then the questions spouted: “ What’s 
the matter? What’s happened?” 

Jeff ran to Mother. He looked pale 
and queer. The little boy he had been 
not so long ago looked out of his grey 
eyes. “Mother!” 

Mary Jane heard herself saying 
quietly, “‘We think she’s just fainted.” 
She knelt down, holding the ammonia 
under her mother’s nose. “‘Ken, you’re a 
doctor. It won’t hurt to move her, 
will it?” 

“No.” Even Ken seemed a little 
dazed. 

“Then you and Jeff lift her back on 
the bed.” 

Mary Jane saw Mother’s eyelids 
flutter. “‘ Drink a little of this.” 

Mother drank and the color came 
back slowly to her face. “I’m all right 
... It was the screaming. | was 
frightened.” 

The screaming! Sally whirled for the 
door. “Good lord, the children!” 

But the children seemed to be all 
right. 

“Tm going to see about Grandma,” 
Mary Jane said quietly. 

Grandma’s face against the white 
pillows was bluish, the thin aristocratic 
nose seemed transparent. She could 
scarcely speak. Mary Jane smiled at 
her through slow lips. ‘‘Don’t worry, 
Grandma, you'll be all right.’”” She ran 
for Ken. She found Grandma’s medicine 
and took it to her. 

But Grandma hadn’t screamed either. 
The screams had frightened her so that 
the attack resulted. 

“She'll be all right now,’”’ Mary Jane 
said to the rest of the family huddled in 
Mother’s room. “Daddy, you’d better 
get back in bed.” Daddy was rubbing 
Mother’s hands, saying, “Lucy,” in a 
worried way. 

“But who did s« ream?” Mother said, 
still frightened. 


“It must have been some of the 


neighbors, or someone in the street,” 
Mary Jane said calmly. ‘‘ How would it 
be if | got hot tea for everyone?” 
“Til help,” Sally said. 


They went downstairs, Sally talking 
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FROM THE VERY CORE of Canada’s 
fashion industry where yarns are spun 
. .. fabrics woven . . . where careful 
testing and research place Canadian 
textiles among the world’s finest fab- 
ries . .. comes word of exciting new 


materials! 


Here you see a beautiful blending of 


rayon and cotton, first of its kind to 
be produced in Canada, It’s in a teen- 
ager dress of soft grey, striped in rosy 
red, A pretested fabric, it’s color fast 
and pre-shrunken, drapes or shirrs 
beautifully, yet has enough body to 
stay put in a deep-slotted neckline. The 


stitched roller hat is in the same fabric. 


Mills 
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| DIDN'T KNOW till tonight what wonderful 
friends I have. 


When they said they were having a little 
pre-wedding party for me, | thought it would 
be the usual thing. . . embroidered guest tow- 
els, or red-and-white pot-holders, or lacy slips. 


I didn’t dream that under their pretty hats, 
the girls were planning to give me my starting 
pieces of solid silver, in the International 
Sterling pattern I'd set my heart on... wanted 
most of all. 


It begins to come back to me now, though. 


There was the time that Helen slid a mag- 
azine into my lap and said, “‘] always read 
these International Sterling ads, don’t you? 
If I were getting married, that’s what I'd want 
... the best.’ 


There was the day Mary took me into the 


jeweler's, to help pick out a pattern for her 
cousin, who, Mary assured me, had exactly the 
same tastes I did... 


If | hadn’t been wrapped in my own rosy 
cloud, I might have caught on. But that doesn’t 
matter. The thing is, here I sit with beautiful 
“family silver’’ of my own, too choked with 
happiness to say the things in my heart. 


I guess the girls understand. They know 
me so well... how I'd rather have a little of 
the best than any amount of something second- 
rate... how I've planned my marriage and 
everything that goes with it for a whole life- 
time . . . how nothing could be more right for 
all my dreams than this shining gift. 

People are nice. . 

aaa 

When you start your own home, one thing 

more than any other helps establish its charac- 


ia tee 33) 


nen ee SS 


Sal OM a 


ter... your choice of silver. 


It isn’t enough that it be sterling... you 
want the best. Sterling that’s beautiful in every 
way... design and balance and details. . . as 


International Silver ts. 


Ask your jeweler to show you the exquisite 
International Sterling patterns... designed by 
artists to give character to your home, to give 


you lifetime satisfaction. 


Make International Sterling your head-and- 
heart choice, whether you choose it for your- 
self or as a gift. Begin, if you like, with a 
single place setting; complete the set later 


* o * 


TUNE IN to Silver Theatre with Conrad 
Nagel as host and director, starring the head- 
liners of stage and screen. Sunday evenings, 


6:00 p.m., E.D.S.T., Trans-Canada network. 


Copyright 1946, International Silver Company 
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Cap sleeves, extended and softened, are | ™ a ere _ 
touched with silver sequins to match the See si Se Pe gah 

elongated peplum in a grey mossy crepe wa es ia ” 


Feather halo hat is the final touch. 





hood on a chick with a swanlike neck. 


PES Pe PURER STAIN PRT 


High or low. Necklines can be either, 


according to how you choose them for 





| an occasion. One designer keeps a 

i black crepe within the bounds of 

{ mode sty V ith wide blue satin trim 

: at the low neck. This trick, an age-old 

; Parisian one, is actually known as a 

4 “modesty.” 

‘ About hemlines. Down to mid- 
calf, they say, to balance the positive 
hip accents and more skirt yardage. 

Maybe we like it, maybe we don’t... 
but we'd loathe the same styles, season 
in, season out, year after year. Fashion 
never stands still—because women don’t 

; want it to! 
e 


Dry gin. That’s what one designer 
calls his pet shade, a heavenly off-white 
with no hangover of any other colors in 
its undertone. 

A new brown, with a creamy cast, 
is Créme de Chocolat. Cherry Bounce 
a clean, light red, is used daringly but 
sparingly. A sophisticated blue, of the 

aqua family, is Créme Yvette and 
Dress by Brodkin; Bruck fabric; Lola Lanyi hat naturally there’s Créme de Menthe. 


, 


EET A MS SAMRAT A 





Black rides ahead in the color parade, 


“i ; : 
picking up bright notes in sequins or 


touches of platinum or gold. 

8 Grey, beige and gre ige, stronger-toned 
than formerly, are very good. They 
reflect the winds and clouds of autumn 

weather in names like Sandswept and 


Storm Cloud. Blues are very good. 
Reveille Mist is a true aqua, Paradise a 


Harmony of fabrics, colors, soft powder. Stronger shades are heady, 


designs, emphasizes the im- such as a deep purply blue, widely 
portance of dressing for the shown, called Loganb« rry. A rosy red is 
oceasion . . . and the art of precisely tagged Rosewine. the 
; And here’s an important tip: the ! 
mating elegance with purpose authorities say “put only two colors ir ALYY 
together.” Three or more tend to 


»wd out smartness. 
Brenda Barton dress; Wesley Mason fabric; Lola Lanyi hat Crowe out smartness 
. > ie %. . o 
Gold and glitter. This By-lines are her business. She’s earned a front- 
season’s success with sequins a ey al te : Se 
ties in the designing of a dress page name, writing the big stories in a big way. 
as a simple background for ex- 
quisite handwork, rather than 
the once-upon-a-time idea of 


It’s high pressure all the time! A tough, thrilling 


iob, calling for speed ... imagination ...stamina to 
sprinkling sequins on any and _ 


every dress just for good luck. hold the pace while the presses get ready to roll. 
A breathtaking black crepe ° ce 
dinner number has its bodice | Naturally, she can’t be a sob-sister on those 


alive with two immense sequin ; 
hard-to-take days—the paper must hit the street on 
roses. In another, encrusted gold j 
ne ete Suyting dts é 
ee ee time!—so she depends on downy-soft Modess 
bow-tied flowe r. Another bodice 





is a plate of armor in black for comfort and confidence. 
S¢ quins. | 

An _ ice-blue satin wedding | Tests prove Modess more absorbent than any other 
gown, touched with silver and | : : ~ Seah tortable in tl 
sequins, and bridesmaids’ frocks leading napkin. Modess is more comfortable in the 


in royal blue taffeta, all with j et eae gt 

fasthinenlos looied hice Piemailen wearing too. The full-length, non-absorbent safety shield 

arthingales, looKe e eS ‘ 

figurines in quaint procession. 
Your hat, this fall, will be the 


essence of that irresistible word 


gives you an extra margin of safety! 


” 


“femininity 


SANITARY NAPKINS 





Here you see the new longer 
waist in a black, fine-ribbed crepe 
A softly handled black velvet hat 
points up the receding scallops 
molding the hipline of the dress. 


SMART GIRLS CHOOSE MODESS BECAUSE IT’S SOFTER, SAFER 
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NEW...a CREAM DEODORANT 


which SAFELY 


STOPS under-zrm PERSPIRATION 


4. Does not irritate skin. Does not rot 
dresses and men’s shirts. 


2. Prevents under-arm odor. Stops per- 
spiration safely. 


3.A pure, white, antiseptic, stainless 
vanishing cream. 


4. No waiting to dry. Can be used right 
after shaving. 


§S. Arrid has been awarded the Approval 
Seal of the American Institute of 
Laundering — harmless to fabric. Use 
Arrid regularly. 

MORE MEN AND WOMEN USE 


397 also 15¢ and 59¢ sizes 
At any store which sells toilet goods 


THAN ANY OTHER DEODORANT 








| sleeves has gone with the spring 





An effectively draped dress, in the new 
creamy brown shade, a morocain-type 
fabric. The versatile scarf makes a stun- 
ning cowl hood—as the occasion suggests. 


OU’LL BE wearing magic this 
autumn! It’s test-tube magic from 
Canadian research labs and mills to 
give you—all of us—good value for 
your good Canadian dollars. 

It’s research magic to give you fine 
fabrics that take dry-cleaning without 
fading or shrinking, and stand up to 
long wear and pressing without fraying 
or slipping at the seams. These are just 
some of the qualities of pretested 
materials. All the facts are yours for 
the asking! 


A Family Affair. Members of the 
big rayon family play leading parts in 
this season’s styles. 

You'll see crepe with a distinct 
“pebbly” surface and many finely 
woven ones with a “mossy” surface. 

There’s a wonderful new crepe known 
as the morocain weave, introduced just 
since the end of the war. Reminiscent 
of pure silk marocain, it’s extremely fine 

woven rich and lustrous, and drapes 
luxuriously. There won’t be much of it 
around this fall, though. 

Watch for the new fabric mixtures... 
spun rayon and wool crepe... a material 
for rain and sportswear, called de- 
lustred satin (dull satin-faced rayon) 
that has high fashion appeal. 


Living in velvet. No, not yet! 
There'll be small quantities of black 
velvet, very gorgeous, resistant to 
creasing and spotting. But it will be 
off the counters as fast as it appears! 


Unshrinkable wool is on its way— 
small quantities of it in children’s 
and men’s underwear. What a day 
that'll be when we don’t have to baby 
our woollen washables! 


Sleeves spread themselves Ah, 
these tricky sleeves, so important 
in helping your figure take to 
slick drapes and longer hemlines! 

Dolmans are out, but arm- 
holes are deep-cut. Sleeve 
fullness is now not a fixed part 
of the heavy bodice section 
it’s graceful, up-winging and 
flexible, kept mostly above the 
elbow. 


The chopped-off look of cap 


wind. Now they taper softly, 
oiten are sequin-trimmed, or 
generously draped. Many are 
waist-deep in Guipure lace or 
sequins. 


Scarves twist subtly. If 
you're the gal with the ultra- 
ultra air, the scarf dresses are 
sorcery. 

They drift from softened 
shoulders, fall the right way, and 
with a couple of slick twists 
become a Mata Hari kind of 


Study in brown showing rich con- 
trast in fabrics, lush satin on mossy 
crepe. Satin, appliquéd on the 
bodice, is tiered in a svelte peplum, 
and high-lighted in the draped hat. 
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Preview 


Exquisite fabrics . . . styles 
created in a spirit of true 
artistry ... give you the all- 
Canadian fashion picture for 
the new season, 


Dress by Sapera; Grout’s fabric; hat by Canadian Hat 
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TAMPAX 
CANNOT 
CHAFE 


NO BELTS 
LBL 


NO PADS 
aT TT 





ON'’T look forward this year to 
days of wretchedness in hot and 
humid weather at ‘‘certain times’’ 
each month. Tampax can save you 
from a lot of such discomfort, be- 
cause this form of monthly sani- 
tary protection is worn internally, 
thus discarding the whole external 
bulk of pins, belts and pads. Mil- 
lions of women all over the nation 
have turned to the use of Tampax. 
So join the parade and say to your- 
self ‘Tampax cannot chafe!” 
Doctor-invented Tampax is made 
of pure absorbent cotton compres- 
poms ed in patented applica- 
jessy] tors for neat, dainty 
‘| insertion. Quick chang- 
| \-4) ing. Easy disposal. . . 
|p = Tampax is unfelt when 
Litt zs in place and it causes no 
i 








odor. Sanitary deodor- 
ant is not needed. In 
evening dress you feel 
free as a bird. Tampax 
is a great help at such 
times to your feminine morale! 
Buy Tampax today at drug store 
or notion counter. Comes in 3 
absorbencies: Regular, Super, Jun- 
ior. Month's supply (average) goes 
intc purse. Canadian Tampax 
Corporation Ltd., Brampton, Ont. 


Wear Tampax 
in tub or 
shower bath 





lecepted for Advertising ‘ 
by the Journal of the American Medical Association 


CANADIAN TAMPAX CORPORATION LIMIT 
br pton, Ont. 
Please send me in pl 
Tar pax I enclose 10¢ 
8 checked below. 
) REGULAR ( ) 


“FEELS LIKE spring,” the bus man 
observed, and the girl in the beaver coat 
nodded. “We've had three days of sun,” 
he added. “March came in like a lamb.” 

He slowed down for Hallam’s Cross- 
ing, helped the girl off with her bag. She 


Was a pretty girl in a straw hat with a 
{ 


lower on it. A spring hat, maybe. 
lhe girl picked up her bag and walked 
it | 


( of the into the lane. 


[here were still patches of snow, and a 


main road 


nip in the air, but a blue sky over all. 
She didn’t walk fast. She had come 
back not knowing what awaited her, o1 


how Seth would feel. She had come back 
He 
; ; 
would never understand her going, but 
if she could make him understand why 
she had come back ... 

Her step quickened. Seth was coming 


because she couldn’t stay away. 


down the lane. He was coming to meet 
her, walking with long strides. He was 
it was as if he had expected her, 
He took 
her bag and they walked to the gate, 
hand in hand like two children. 

In the hall he took her in his arms. 
He pulled off her hat, and smoothed 
back her hair. He kissed her the way he 
had kissed her that day in the rain when 
she promised to be a good farmer’s wife. 

“Why didn’t you write to me, Kerry?” 

“I was ashamed. As soon as I got my 
breath I was ashamed of running away.” 

““W here did you go?” 

“New York. I took a room high over 
the city where I could see for miles. 
Then | boat and went up 
the coast.” 

“Weren’t you cold?” holding her close 


he re. 


as if nothing had happened. 


got on a 
| 
| as if to warm her now. “Weren’t you 
cold on the boat?” 
| “Frozen. But I walked the decks. I 
| looked out at the whole Atlantic. Every 
day. Nights too. But I had to come 
back. I couldn’t wait for the boat. | 
even took an upper berth where I 
couldn’t see out. You wouldn’t under- 
stand if I told you why I went, but 
you'll know what I mean when I tell 
you I couldn’t stay away, that nothing 
counts unless you’re there. Did you 
miss me, too?” 
“Kerry Kerry, 
But he couldn’t tell her. 


He drew her down the hall to the fa- 
As soon as she went in she 


%9 


darling . . 


miliar door. 
saw it. The cupboards on the north wall 
had divided. A window 
stretched between. There was a view of 
fields, of the road, of distant hills. 

It was magic, and she stood still. 

“Who?” she whispered. 

““Me,”’ 
still damp. But it’s a good job.” 

“Didn't it ‘cold the house off’? Didn’t 


low wide 


Seth answered. “‘The putty’s 


the snow 


“We put up a stove in the ell, and 
cooked out there Do vou know the 
first thing | saw after it was finished? 


I saw Kerry coming down the lane, 
, ‘i 


carrying ner bag. 

She went over to touch it. to feel the 
still-damp putty. Such a_ beautiful 
| window, bigger than the one upstairs. 
| Such a sweep of blue sky. You felt as 
| if vou had wings. 

She turned to Seth beside her. “‘ How 


| did vou know? she said. 





“Someone told me,” he answered. 
| “Someone W ho’d wanted a window too.” 
“Id have forgotten in time,” said 
| Kerry “I'd have got used to It.” 
H w her against him as if to 
r from her own words. 
| She ¢ that mustn’t happen,” 
| he said, 




























A NOT A THING, 

R FRIEND ANN IS POR-MAN! 
pas ONE,SIS! LAST NIGHT , STU arian 
SHE DATED ME-ANO rae —* HUNK OF 

NOW JQUIDATE = 
Peas HER, ANYWAY ? HEARTBREAK yOu 
Se THINK YOU ARE! 



















EASY, BREEZY! YOUVE 


YOU DONT SAY! Ht Lost YOUR BREATH APPEAL! 


oa HOW a YOULL HAVE TO DATE 
: nae YOUR DENTIST BEFORE 
, AN 
caine ABLE-GRABLE LIKE ANN 


WILL DATE YOU! 





COLGATES ACTIVE PENETRATING FOAM 
GETS INTO HIDDEN CREVICES BETWEEN 
TEETH — HELPS CLEAN OUT DECAYING 
FOOD PARTICLES ~STOP STAGNANT 
SALIVA ODORS — REMOVE THE CAUSE 

OF MUCH BAD BREATH 









COLGATES SURE DOES 
A JOB OF CLEANING 
AND POLISHING 
TEETH, TOO! 


‘ 


CHILD-SIZE 


you! 





A COLGATE Quality Guaranteed 


TOOTH BRUSH 
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BREEZY SEES AIS DENTIST! 


TO COMBAT BAD BREATH, I RECOMMEND 
COLGATE DENTAL CREAM! FOR SCIENTIFIC 
TESTS PROVE THAT IN 7 OUT OF IO CASES, 

COLGATE'S INSTANTLY STOPS BAD BREATH 

THAT ORIGINATES IN THE MOUTH! 


HES IN THE 
GROOVE NOW! 
ON THE BEAM! 
THANKS TO COLGATE 
DENTAL CREAM! 











IT CLEANS YOUR 
BREATH WHILE 
iT CLEANS 
YOUR TEETH 


-40 





Scientifically designed 
to fit tiny mouths and 
clean upper and lower 
back teeth easily. 
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» Tending the baby made 


Ss 


mom rush like mad 





But GAYLA HOLD-BOBS 
kept her hair smart for dad 


@ Invisible heads, rounded-for-safety ends, 
long-lasting, springy action make Gayla 
Hold-Bob pins America’s favorite brand. 





1 wv 
; wo 


ag THAT 


apt 
Phi ass os $2 
rat 


HOLD-BOB 


“The bobby pins ‘that HOLD” 


MADE BY HUMP HAIRPIN MANUFACTURING COMPANY 
OF CANADA (1940) LTD. © ST. HYACINTHE, P. Q. 


The Window 


Continued from page 27 


That night he sat late, long after Jason 
aad gone to bed. There was a box that 
an aunt had sent him months before. He 
knew it contained—old family 
photographs, 
mother to this sister through the years, 


what 
letters written by his 
small mementoes of his childhood long, 
cherished, now returned to be handed 
down to his children, or so the aunt had 
written. Seth had put the box away. 
His evenings were spent with Kerry, and 
Kerry, he had felt, would not be inter- 
ested in such souvenirs. Now Kerry was 
away, and Seth, quieted by his interview 
with the parson, opened the box. 

A faint musty smell rose from the l[et- 
ters, yellowing now, arranged according 
to their dates. 
when his mother first married and came 
to Hallam Farm from a small town. It 


was June then, and she must have been 


Long letters beginning 


a happy bride, judging from the snap- 
shot that Caleb, his father, had taken of 
her, standing on the front porch, laugh- 
ing... “Sucha big house,” she wrote, 
“‘all shingles, and over a century old. 
There’s a fine view of the hills at the 
back. Caleb’s going to cut another win- 
dow in the kitchen.” 

The next letter spoke of the straw- 
berries and the white maples, the roses 
“But Caleb was joking 
There’s never been 
(Is that 
Anyhow, you can see the 


and syringa. 
about the window. 
a north window in the kitchen. 
a reason?) 
view from the back porch, and from the 
windows upstairs. There’s a view from 
every side, but I like best the one with 
the road.” 

And later, “‘We gathered hickory nuts 
today . . . and picked cranberries down 
in the bog.” And later still, ““ The hired 
girl and I have been making apple but- 
ter. There’s frost tonight, and a full 
moon. In the field Caleb has set the 
cornstalks in little wigwams among the 
yellow pumpkins. I could have watched 
him while | worked if I’d had a window.” 

There was news about Seth. “The 
baby’s coming in April. I want a boy 
first.” And toward the end of that year, 
“Now that winter’s here I don’t sce the 
view so much. The doctor tells me not 
to climb the stairs till after the baby 
comes. I do it anyhow, more to watch 
for Caleb than to see the hills. You’ve 
always said | don’t take life seriously. 
Well, I’m serious enough when Caleb’s 
driving the colts over icy roads. Some- 
times I think men don’t realize. They’re 
outdoors so much themselves, they don’t 
know what it means to be shut inside, 


” 


waiting ... 








The next June there was a picture of 
Seth. “A beautiful child,” she wrote, 
blindly enough, “and the image of 
Caleb. I’ve made him a little bed in a 
clothesbasket, and every sunny day he 
naps under the apple tree by the kitchen 
step. I want him to get his fill of sun, 
and I wish I weren’t too busy to stay 
there with him. Winters are so long...” 

There was a picture of Seth at two, a 
He Sat 


on his mother s lap and she was smiling 


cherub with fat blond ringlets. 


down at him. It was about this time 


that an itinerant artist had painted her 
with the same crown of hair, the same 
“T have the baby to 
ae look at 
I don’t think about 


Besides, what 


engrossed smile. 
look at now,” 
and to look after. 
the window any 


she wrote. 


more. 
would we do with the cupboards of 
china and glass?” 

And so on, the quiet chronicle. “TI cut 
Seth’s hair today. See from this lock 
how dark it’s growing.” “‘Caleb has a 
cold. It’s sure to run into a cough.” 
“The hired girl broke a plate today.” 
“Caleb went to Kit’s Ferry. I felt too 
There were her illnesses, 
She didn’t go 
upstairs at all these days. This was the 
7 here 


mention now of field and hills. The hori- 


tired to go.” 
her visits to the doctor. 
mother he remembered. was no 
zon had contracted to include only “the 
daily round, the common task.”’ She 
quoted the words contentedly. And to- 
write often now. 

I ltve in fear of 
That’s foolish, ot 
are well and strong, 


ward the last, “I don’t 
My hand tires so easily. 
losing Seth or Caleb. 
course, seeing they 
and I am not.” 

one letter alter his 
“All I have now is Seth. 


was set on finishing college, 


There was only 
father’s death. 
His heart 


but he’s not going back. And he’s pro- 


mised not to marry till I’m gone.” 

Seth laid the final letter in the box. 
“Tf I had a window .’ He seemed 
“If I had a win- 


I could watch the 


to hear Kerry’s voice. 


” 


dow re vad ee 
It wasn’t be- 
like that... 


“Sometimes I think that 


But that was absurd. 
cause of a little thi 
men don’t 
realize = 

One had folded her wings and gone 
quiet. One had flown the cage. 

Quiet. But it hadn’t begun with that. 
A little thing like that. 

““Men don’t 
OE a. a 

Seth got up. He stood looking at the 
north wall. If you took out the middle 


+ 


the shelves of 


realize. They don’t 


cupboard, and blue 
lustre... 

But Kerry was gone now. What was 
the use? 
An act may be a prayer, the parson 


said, + Continued on next page 


A Fragile Touch 


THIS LACY, crocheted bow is just the 
right touch on a plain dark dress. For 
your suit you might make two or three, 
tack them on wide tape, and you have 
an expensive-looking jabot, hand-made, 
lor your new fall suit. You could make 
them all white, or in ecru, for a beige 
or brown suit or dress. Or you could 
harmonize pastels: pale pink, blue and 
orchid, or pale green, brown and yellow. 
Starch stiffly foran organdie-crisp effect. 


Instructions for making may be obtained from Chatelaine Handicrafts, 
481 University Ave., Toronto 2, Order No. S138. Price 10 cents, 


io 





Aré you 
in the know ? 





Moisten the lips first 
Apply it. over powder 


Repaint a previous job 


To make your lipstick stick—first, 
powder lips lightly. Apply lip rouge 
over powder, blot with Kleenex and 
you're set—for longer than you think. 
And your confidence can linger longer 

on problem days. Just be sure you 
the powder deodorant— 
It’s soft, 


use Quest 
with your sanitary pad. 

soothing . . . absorbs mois- 
ture and helps prevent 
chafing. It will give you 
lasting confidence, for it de- 
stroys odour completely . .. 
safely. Large size 35c. 










Sn 
© Guaranteed by © 
Good Housekeeping 
ee © CErtCTt © 


£5 sovrensie 









o 


How do you get out of a car? 
Step down gracefully 
Wriggle out like Grandma 


Jump out like Junior 


Let this sad Sal be a caution to you! 
Step down gracefully, keeping knees as 
close together as possible. True grace 
depends on gt od posture. On comfort, 
too, at “those” times. To make 
comfort complete, you can depend on 
Kotex W onderform Belt. It’s 
dainty, adjustable, 
and 


the 







washable... 
fits snugly without 
binding, so that you 
can feel complet ly at 


Each 25¢. 


> 
| 








case. 





Your Husband's Looks 


Continued from page 16 


workout by concentrating on the ultra- 
ultra in ties, smartly designed shirts and 
well-tailored suits. 


Your Buy Lines. It’s rumored that 
but that’s only 


m hat shonr y 
men hate shopping, 
Men have little patience 


artly true. 
lor shopping around, finding where the 


best values are obtainable—they’d much 


rather have you expend your shoe 


leather than theirs on projects of this 
kind. Clothing such as shirts, pyjamas, 
underwear, and sportswear can usually 
And—when 
you start off on a shopping expedition, 


be trusted to friend wife. 


’ 


it's wise to have vital statis- 
tics in your little black notebook. For 
example, if you’re shopping for shirts, 
be sure to know the sleeve length as well 
as the neck measurement. 


some 


If it’s a sport 
shirt, have it loose enough across the 
chest and with plenty of fullness across 
the shoulders. These simple precautions 
may save you later on from listening to 
the continuing lament of the ill-fitting 
shirt. 

It’s best to leave the selection of ties 
and your husband. 
There are few exceptions to the rule that 
men show better taste 
this field. They seldom fall for a bargain 


suit materials to 


than women in 


or a new fad and they usually get good 
Also few men 
can stand up under the amused glint in 
a sales clerk’s eye when the little woman 
*“most 


value for their money. 


takes over and decides what is 
becoming” to her mate. 


Catch "Em Young. The best- 
dressed men usually get their start early 
in life. If there is a teen-age boy in your 
house, don’t let that psychological mo- 
ment when he becomes looks-conscious 
Up to that time 
his wardrobe has probably consisted of a 
dilapidated that’s 
everywhere in town except to the laun- 


take you by surprise. 


sweat — shirt been 
dry; socks winding down around his 


heels; and raggedy moccasins. Then the 





There'll come a day when Junior 
will change from careless urchin to 
young-man-about-town. ,Don’t laugh! 


metamorphosis takes place. One day he 
will join the family group resplendent in 
slicked-down hair, clean shirt, a plaid 
jacket loud the 
horses, and hands scrubbed to a shine. 
Now 


him to the chilling blasts of ridicule may 


enough to frighten 


1 } ee 
no wisecracks, please: lo expose 


nip some very good habits in the bud. 
His mind is all ready to receive impres- 
man about 


sions. He’s become a young 
town, and the logical person for him to 
imitate Is his dad. If encouraged and 


tre ited with respect he’ll naturally grow 


into a well-groomed and attractive man 


nd another name will be added to 


your list of Woman-cor! trived victories, 
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Aré you in the know? 
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SOO THEE SESH EEHEEHE EEE SSE EEEEEEE 


This fetching neckline’s for you, if— 


You're the tomboy type 


|_| You watch your posture 


: 
° 

° 

° 

. 

4 |_| You shun a suntan 
. 

. 

. 

° 


SHS SSH HS SSHT ESE SEHTEEHO ES SSE SES ESESEEE 


Your shoulders are showing! Or will be, 
when you see the swoonsation this neck- 
line creates! It’s for you, if you watch 
your posture. So bone up on workouts 
that square droopy shoulders, correct 
“hatrack”’ shoulder blades. And you 
needn’t let down on “those” days; for 
exercise—and Kotex—help you keep 
comfortable. You get lasting softness 
with Kotex, the napkin made to stay 
soft while wearing — put chafing trouble 
on the double! 


‘ Which is a “‘must” in leg make-up ? 
: |_| Defuzzing 

: |_| Debumping 

. 

. 


Which leaves you cooler — 


COPECO EEE THEE SESE HEEEE 


|_| Artful application 


Seeeeeseeeeeeerecseeeeseeseeseeeeseeses 





[-] A hot bath 
[] A lukewarm bath 
|_| A cold shower 


When the mere goes berserk, dunk that 
sizzling little carcass in a lukewarm bath. 
It leaves you cooler than hot or cold 
ablutions. There’s no taboo on tubbing 
at “certain” times, either, when bath- 
ing’s not only beneficial but a must if 
you'd be dainty. And to safeguard your 
daintiness, choose Kotex. Unlike thick, 
stubby pads Kotex has patented flat 
lapered ends that don’t cause revealing 
lines. 





S-m-o-o-t-h is the word for glamour- 
gams. So whisk off the ‘‘whiskers” with 
a good depilatory. Discourage bumps 
with soap-and-water scouring; soften 
your legs with lotion. Then apply make- 
up artfully, following directions with 
care. (See? Each answer above is 
right!) It’s all part of a gal’s grooming 
ritual. And so is keeping dainty 

especially on “difficult” days. Remem- 
ber, you can count on Kotex and the 
extra protection you get from that spe- 
cial safety centre. It gives you poise... 
protection plus. 





More women choose KOTEX* 
| than all other sanitary napkins 
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1709 
Simply 




















oe 708 
1706 Smee 


No. 1706, slim-fitting as a reed, has one 
of the new peplums with a soft hip fold, 
broad shoulders and deep-cut sleeves. 
A gleaming necklace or chatelaine would 
show off well on this style with its high 
round neckline. 

Simple, but cut on good lines, this 
is the design for bright strong fall colors, 
such as Rosewine—a rosy ruby shade. 


No. 1708 has clever outside darts to 
give you a flattering, nipped-in look 
at the waistline, and to release soft 
full drapes in the skirt. The deeper 
cap sleeves are a new style accent. The 
fly front is concealed under contrast- 
ing banding. 

This would be very smart in the new 
soft green, sometimes 
Grape, with banding in very dark green. 


called Green 


‘our Patterns 


lor Fall 


Simplicity of design, more 
yardage through shoulders, 

upper bodice and skirts, are 

the important new trends in + 
these five easy-to-follow styles “@ 





See Page 54 for Pattern Descriptions and instructions for ordering. 


No. 1709 has important details that make it more 
than a casual. The larger sleeve is cuffed; the skirt 
is fully gathered, with two very large pockets 
flapped to match the cuff. It’s a youthful style 
flattering to any slim figure. 

Gold buttons and belts are out of this world 
on grey or beige made up in a soft classic style 
like this. Storm Cloud grey and Sandswept beige 
are two of the new fall neutrals. 


No. 1713 has a very sleek hug-me-tight bodice, 
buttoned down front, in the longer waistline shown 
this fall. 

You may be lucky enough to find a length of 
lightweight wool, especially good in this style. 
Make the most of your dress with two or three 
changes in bow and cuffs . . . plaid or checked 
taffeta ones . . . and of course one set in crisp 
white! 


Crisp bow tie and cuffs are detachable. 


No. 1707 follows the 


fall trend for the cap sleeve 


thats creeping down. It’s nicely 


tailored, with 


es toge ther like 


fullness in its front peplum, and gx 


a charm, all in one piece 

This would be | vely in one of the new blues, 
Loganberry (deep purply blue) Reveille (true 
aqua), or Paradis« { pe wdet . Any one ol these 


f 


re ' 1 
vivid blues goes very well with silver buttons and 


belt. 


had 


premises, he attributed to the healthy 


violence seldom occurred on his 


The Yellow Dress 


Continued from page 5 outdoor life and his housekeepe r’s 
cooking, 


conscious of tension, though she had East Windows, Paul’s cottage. had 


ae ; 

Paul itself been haloed by publicity, and 
1 

reply. Their respective bridge partners, made something of a Mecca. For the 


expected it. braced himself to 
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f P Ta 
Ati ME AWEMAECL . 


What a thrill to look in your mirror and see a revitalized you! 


That's vour reflection after your first make-up with Avon's new 
fashion-matched cosmetics! They bring out your own natural 
lov eliness... gi. e your skin sott, young-looking appeal... make 


1 
you prettier than you ever dreamed! 


And sO easily 


° » . 
exquisite Avon beauty preparations. 
q 


For your Avon Representative brings to you 
With informative charts 


] . ° 
she Ww ill he lp you make your selec tions w ith eare and unhurried 


| 


° . F . . ' rr 
right in the privacy of your own living room! WX elcome 


ease 

: , a ; : 
her. | nyjov this friendly beauty service which has made Avon 
baad lé‘s lovel Lica 
beloved by Canadas loveliest women tor over two decades. 


Pe 


1 
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Only Kleenex has the Serv-a-Tissue 
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A special process keeps Kleenex* 


Luxuriously Soft- 
Strong 


Dependably 


af a . 
& > . be bs, 









YOUR NOSE KNOWS — 
THERES ONLY ONE 
KLEENEX 






s The new Kleenex! Softer 
than ever . . . stronger than 
ever... whiter than ever. Even 
the most fastidious will agree 


this is the finest disposable 
tissue in history. Now Kleenex 
is available in three handy sizes 
for your convenience. 





100% Made in Canada! 


a 


*T.M. Reg. 


Box that serves 


up just one double-tissue at a time ! 


Ret ct cece ee ne eR wt 





I Married a Jew 


Continued from page 11 


afternoon we had visited the museum 
after visiting the butterfly collection. As 
we strolled toward the park he told me 
a story about the collection of moths 
and butterflies he had had as a little 
boy, in Vienna. 

Two women approached us along 
to let 


They had scarcely passed 


sidewalk, and he stepped aside 


them pass. 


/ on, when one of them said, in a clearly 


audible voice: “‘Well! Did you see? a 


white girl with a cw!” 
Feeling a little sick, | 


carefully avoiding what | 


walked on, 
thought 
would be humiliation in his face. 

Presently I heard him chuckle. “Do 
you suppose,” he said, “‘that she would 
believe it if someone told her that Jews 
have green and white checked skin 
under their bathing trunks?” 

“Oh, probably!” I said, laughing with 
relief that the woman’s stupidity and 
bad manners had not (apparently) hurt 
him and spoiled our afternoon. 

“But you know,” he said, taking my 
hand as we walked along, “I saw your 
face when it happened. Try not to let 
things like that affect you too deeply. If 
some people are so unintelligent, there 
is nothing we can do about it.” 

“No,” I said, “I suppose there isn’t.” 

We strolled on into the park. 
ently I said: “Would you mind telling 
me what you would do if you could 


Pres- 


choose between being a Jew or a 
Gentile?” 


He thought for a moment and then 


said: “‘You see, I’m used to being a 
Jew. Sometimes _ it’s—well—rather 


inconvenient. But I wouldn’t want to 
change. Any more than you would, if 
you were playing on a team that was 
taking an awful beating, and were 
offered a place on the winning side. You 
wouldn’t go. You’d stay with your 
own team.” 

He was silent for a little while and 
then he said: “I wonder if it would be 
too difficult for you? I think I want to 
make you happy more than I’ve ever 
wanted anything clse in my life before. 
Do you think you would be happy 
married to me?” 

“T don’t know,” I said. ‘‘But I do 
know that I won’t be happy if I don’t 
marry you.” 

He laughed. “I love you very much,” 
he said. 


IN THE absence of a civil marriage 
ceremony tn Canada, the problem of 
how a Christian and a Jew might be 
married, without 
traditions of their separate upbringings, 


compromising the 


presented itself, but this was solved 
when we met a young rabbi who agreed 
to marry us In a ceremony suitable to 
both. So we planned to marry as soon as 
we should find an apartment. 

As places to live were as hard to find 
then as now, I set myself to a dogged 
all-day every-day hunt. 

Whatever fun there might have been 
in looking for the home we hoped to 
share was considerably dampened after 
two potential landladies said: “Oh! In 
that case, I’m sorry 
them that my fiancé was Jewish. He had 
insisted on my doing this in order “to 
avoid any future unpleasantness.” 

I was unable to hide from him all my 
bitterness of spirit, when we met for 


# Continued on page 48 


” when I informed 


cf rou have 
DRY SKIN 
_ heres New hap! 


Striking MRS. WILLIAM F. DICK, 
sister of Mrs. Ellen Tuck Astor, says— 
"It softens my skin beautifully” 


© A special new-type cream that slips 
over your face with a satiny smooth- 
ness—Pond's Dry Skin Cream is delight- 
fully soft—and so rich, so creamy! 


Smooth gently on your face and 
throat—hands, too! Leave on 5 to 
15 minutes—overnight if possible. 
Use daily. Help your skin lose that 
tight-stretched, dry, rough feeling with 
this lovely softening aid. Start 
today. At your favorite beauty counter, 

19¢, 34¢ and 59c. 


¥ 3 Special Features 

Q Lanolin—very like oil of skin 

S Homogenized—to soak in better 
y Special emulsifier —softening aid 


Sends URN SKIN Greve 


Smartest style is more than a word, 
with Gruen. And smartest style is 
far more than a mere claim applied 
to Gruen beauty... it is a fact, en- 
dorsed over and over again by leading 
fashion authorities everywhere. 
Gruen precision is a tradition of 
craftsmanship, developed through 
generations of fine watchmaking 


CURVEX HOSTESS 
17-jewel precision 


$52.50 


movement 


PAS tL me in 8) 
17-jewel precision 
movement eh 


gold case . . $52.50 


r he 
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blundering. “But tonight I have been 
wondering if I ought not to give up 
everything else to gain our freedom. It 
has been So long eee It IS impossibl« ee a 

His housekeeper, Mrs. Griggs, ap- 
pe ared in the doorway. “Want to oat 
them dratted fish again for breakfast?” 
she asked with her usual grudging look. 
She had been part of his domesticity 
for years. 

He nodded, glad of the inte rruptior 
““Mr. Fowler will fillet them for vou. 
said to Mi 8. 


Towns. ‘“‘Have to make my recording 


**IT must get to work,” he 


tomorrow. I'll drive you in to the city.” 

He went into his small study and 
closed the door, but could not settl 
Attachments? He had 


none ol his Own. He was the per p¢ tual 


down to work, 


outsider, more alone than anvone he 
knew. 

Gail: his mind dwelt on her tenderly. 
She would be a luxury, a delight, even 


, ‘er 
though his whole upbringing colored 


t 


1 1 
the idea of divorce greyly. Yet divorce 
Pt 
i but compassionate. 

Would that be 


He glanced at a small 


was not only logica 
‘The letter killeth. 


1 \ 
ipplicable? 


ivory figure of Christ which stood alone 
on the top of his bookease, and dis- 
counted anothe 


ext which rose un- 


You Had 
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was not a great man: he did not even 
want to be one. ‘“‘The desires falling 
across their bodies like blossoms.”” The 
words were delicately carnal, disturbing. 

He put back the photograph, inex- 
pressibly discomfited, and fixed his mind 
on Gail. “Its grave evening demand for 
love.” That was it. It was the evening 
hat gathered a man’s loneliness into a 
There 
Margaret, 
though including it, had been 
vevond the flesh. 

Chere was a knock at the door. Gail 
poked her fair head round the corner of 
it. “‘May I come in, Paul? Are you 
working?” 


“No, but | ought to be.”’ 


should not have 


knot, and tied it with despair. 


had been something about 


whic n, 


* Bruce said | 
mentioned Margaret. Did vou mind? 
Are you angry with me?” 

Why did 


he have to sound so confoundedly 


“Of course not, my dear.” 


paternal? 

*You’ve done a lot for me, Paul. You 
were right. We do have amazing powers 
of recuperation, if we learn to use them. 
And . .. you know how completely 
prejudiced | was about private enter- 
prise and all that sort of thing. Well, 

Bruce has been ex- 


plaining his views, 


NO Name era ies not at all 


summoned toh 
in} 1 yr . TT I ] . a 1 ” 
— By PHYLLIS M. STEELE bad, really. 
“rounds sale ae Y } He Is also a 
) rou say you knew me when I was had >” 
Or ner was y ? 
s — . wien . . eighteen, luman yeIng, en 
i rub. Had mu One of his stock 


been a layman, h 


could hardly have woods, between 
tolerated even the The rustic bridges 
implications creeks run 
involved. A hot 

wave of nervousness ing ledge 


sweptove! him. We i} 


if would 


swept rock; 
mean a 2 
; We 


i 


dreamed a 
long gruelling pro- 


/ water's edge 
cess. He would have 


to leave the country, 


hollyhock. 


fileintentions of Am- Our love was pledged without a 


erican citizenship; spoken word. 


he would have to 
ive up the Church, always there 


give up his broad- 


I heard 


casting; he would 


aia willing te 
have to be WILLINng ) you where 
wait. 


But he 


manage it. He forti- 


could 


fied himself with a 
picture of Gail, per- 


haps in Mexico, grinning up from under 


a large hat. He would write and speak 


igain, not as a spectator but from among 


] 1 
the mass of struggling, suffering peopte. 


There would be a form of 


poetic justice 


in the price, a balance and expiation. 
What about Margare t? He ope ned the 


] I manne | 
left-hand top drawer of his desk, pulled 
out a small picture in a tarnished silver 


te and proud, 


frame. Dark eyes, passiona 
gazed at him with a ftearless young 
defiance which had always challenged 


his pe rsonal resources; her narrow cage! 
t 
1 


+ | 
wer trom white icaves 


face lifted like a fl 


1 
of coll 


ar. 
All day, 
I shies } e in | y i: 3 
had been milling about in his mind: 


1 poem of Stephen Spender s 


think continually of those who were 
truly great.” The last two words, in a 
fan letter, had started the association. A 
line here and there—one could never 
remember that irritating free verse 
“Never trath« 
to smother 
With noise and fog the flowering of 
the spirit.” 
No, that reminded him subtly of 


Margaret. 


allow gradually the 


t was a line before that. He 


And now I realize YOU were the one 
Who walked beside me through the 


We climbed in moon mist to a tower- 


And sat entranced high on a wind- 


Then grew a cloistering wall of 


You had no name, but you were 


Through pain. Along the years I lost 


The roads divide. Now in reality ... 
You hold me close and say you 
searched for me! me. I 


phrases. He was not 
particularly — iInter- 
where the cool ested in Bruce. 
“Maybe that’s it.” 
“We are all very 
human, Gail.” His 
heart beat faster, 
but he sat very still. 
ee ae ee”. he girl had perched 
herself on the edge 
of his desk, and he 
was breathless, as if 
it had been a beauti- 
ful butterfly poised 
on his finger. 


sid . rour i se 
Beside me; yours was the soft voice I wanted to do 


something for Cary” 
she said. “‘I resented 
that task being 
snatched away from 
guess we 
think ourselves ter- 
ribly important.” 

Without warning she bent and kissed 
him lightly on the cheekbone, her soft 
hair falling over his face. The scent of it 
made him feel dizzy and as if perspira- 
tion were creeping up beneath his skin. 

“Gail!” he whispered, shaken. 

“Good night, Paul dear.’? With an 
easy movement she slid off the desk. 
“I’m terrifically sorry about you and 
Margaret. Maybe...” She Icft the 
last word in the air and was gone. 

| le wast ingling all over, | {¢ pic ke d up 
his pencil, wrote rapidly for 135 minutes 
or so, laid it down, felt suddenly relaxed 
He made himself a sand- 
The rest of them 


and hungry. 
wich in the kitchen. 
had apparently gone to bed. 

He went for a short walk, exalted, one 


with the summer night, the orange moon 
sliding up behind the poplars, the still 


dark water He felt as if the curtain was 
about to go up on a fuller existence that 
He slept 


afterward as he had not done for years, 


held the thrill of a new play. 


SUNLIGHT WOKE 
below the window. Gail and Bruce had 
# Continued on page 49 


him and voices 





ESTHER WILLIAMS, STARRING IN METRO-GOLDWYN:MAYER'S 


TECHNICOLOR MUSICAL * EASY 
fel 










hours. Covers tiny flaws. Stays color-fresh . . . 
no clogging or turning pasty! 4 Star shades. 


YOUR MATCHED MAKE-UP GUIDE, 
right in your Woodbury Powder box, tells 
you your color-right shades of matching 
powder, lipstick, rouge. Chosen by Holly- ‘ 
wood experts to glorify your skin-type . . . 

to make you as beauty-right as the screen stars. 
Woodbury Film-Finish Powder in Flesh, 

Rachel, Windsor Rose, Brunette . . . 


50¢, 25¢, 16¢. (Made in Canada) 


Woodbury ()2.4 Powder 


Woodbury 


STHER. WILLIAMS... Want her 
look of dazzling warmth? Want your skin to bloom 
. .. more alive, more dramatic? Ah . . . dip your 
puff in the magic of Woodbury srunetre Powder. 
Rich, vivid, as color-full on your skin as in the 
box . . . thanks to Film-Finish blending! 

Compare its flattery to the powder you're wearing! 
And Woodbury’s velvet-mist clings for blissful 
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for colour, quality 
and matching beauty 


Colwell fowcle 


Caidwell BATH TOWELS - DISH TOWELS + TABLE CLOTHS 


HUCK TOWELS e 


it 


by 
ADELE WHITE 


FROM THE DAY you don your first party 


sign off to enjoy your memories—eacl 


beauty: the gl wing, carefree teens; 


when you put aside ch 
into middl« 


their quota of charm. 
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@ DANCING AT THE COUNTRY CLUB, you look positively @ ON THE BRIDLE PATH, your shining-clean hair gleams 
bewitching with this fringed bang and flowers in your gleaming with natural highlights. “I use Drene,” says glamorous model 
hair. “You'll love the way Drene with Hair Conditioning action Jackie Michel, “because it reveals far more sheen than any soap 
leaves your hair so well behaved,” says famous Cover Girl \ or soap shampoo.” As much as 33 percent more lustre! Drene is 
Jackie Michel. Don’t cut your hair for bang. Comb front hair not a soap shampoo. It never leaves any dulling film on hair as 
back to crown, tuck in a comb, brush forward into pomp-bang. all soaps do. See how Jackie holds hair back with a wide bow. 


o other shampoo leaves your hair 
so lustrous, yet so easy fo manage 


Hair so clean. it’s radiant! Hair so manageable. 


arene fe 


rene onan 


SHAMPOO 


@ LUCKY AT CARDS, but luckier in love ...if you do right by your hair! Keep it ye 
ithy clean, free from ugly dandruff. “The very first time you use Drene,” Jackie Pr Reger 
Sh ith S Gee eee 
ampoo wil ) 


oat 
radiant 
-veals, “you completely remove unsightly dandruff.” For cool comfort on hot days, 


Hide your upswept hair into two sections. One braid starts just below the crown, the 


. . * . . ° 
d the ear. Netice how the ends of both braids make plump shining curls. Hair Conditioning Action 


rer beh 
Product of Procter & Gamble — Made in Canada 





face. If your throat is darkening, 
lighten it by bleaching creams and an 
occasional buttermilk rinse. When 
applying foundation base, be sure to 
extend it to the neckline of your dress 
your throat and face should be the 
same skin tone. 

Good Form. When you're sweet 16 
you can be a rolypoly and still have an 
attractive shape if the poundage is 
evenly distributed, But ove rweight In a 
middle-aged woman is quite a different 


story. Rolls of fat seem to snuggle in 


unattractive places—such as too well- 





Calorie pruning is a “must” in the thirties. 
But, be sure to be vitamin-wise in dieting. 





A= 


Stretch those lazy muscles to develop 
posture and poise and to trim down bulges. 





Gardening is first-rate exercise, but 
don’t be a burnt offering to the sun. 





upholstered hips, a thickening waistline 
and flabby upper arms. After 25, 
calorie counting is a “must” if you’re 
inclined to put on weight. But don’t go 
in for faddy or starvation diets—they 
will make you haggard and unhealthy 
rather than slender and_ beautiful. 
Vitamin-packed menus are your dish. 
Broiled rather than fried meats and 
fish; fresh fruits instead of pastry and 
puddings; vegetables cooked in such a 
way that they retain their vitamins 
and minerals. Whether you’re under 
or over your ideal weight, the same 
health rules hold good—a carefully 
planned diet, plus regular exercises. 

It takes plenty of will power to per- 
form physical jerks each day. Frankly, 


! But when you feel yourself 


it’s boring 
making. excuses to skip the whole pro- 
ject, just this once, close your eyes and 
visualize (a) you—with a middle-age 
spread and unattractive bulges spoiling 
the lines of your new fall costume; or 
(b) you—with a slim graceful silhouette 
suggesting physical fitness and co- 
ordination. If you concentrate hard 
enough you'll bury those alibis and 
dedicate at least 10 minutes a day to 
your daily dozen. 

Here are a couple of waist-slimming, 
hip-trimming exercises: 

Sit on the floor with legs straight out, 
about two feet apart; rest your left hand 
behind your left hip; now, swoop up, 
over and down with your right arm until 
your finger tips touch your left toe. 
Repeat—alternately using left and right 
hands, for two minutes. 

The second exercise takes energy, 
practice and a nice sense of balance; and 
it may be some time before you perform 
it expertly. Still in a sitting position 
with legs apart, and left hand resting 
behind left hip, raise your right arm until 
it is in a horizontal line with your body; 
now, balancing your weight on the sole 
of your left foot and on your left hand 
(see illustration), lift your body slowly 
off the floor until it makes a straight line 
from head to toe. Change arms and 
repeat. 

Deep breathing and arm-stretching 
exercises are fine for firming upper 
arms. If your doctor says you’re in good 
shape, play a game—badminton, tennis 
or even soft ball in a gymnasium. It’s 
a better thing to play for short periods 
several times a week rather than for a 
long stretch only once a week. Don’t 
strain your heart. Have frequent rest 
periods and call it off as soon as you feel 
tired. 

Another good arm-firmer is achieved 
with a set of pulleys which you attach to 
a door in your house. The whole family 
will enjoy morning or evening workouts 
on this equipment. 

No woman can be really attractive 
unless her posture is good. There must 
be a proud lift to her head; a straight 
supple spine, with no suggestion of a 
camel’s hump between shoulder blades. 
She must carry her head high; her chest 
lifted out of her rib cage; her waist out 
of her hipbones. She must walk with 
freedom and grace. A good figure is 
made, not born, and if habits in groom- 
ing, health and beauty are developed in 
the teens and twenties, you will avoid 
those middle-age blues which plague you 
when you feel that good looks have 
passed you by. 

The psychological effect of knowing 
that you're lovely to look at, delightful 
to know, will act as a radiant banner to 
be carried aloft, right through the years. 
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Neti ve ¢ 


busy hours 
demand a face 
powder that 
lasts. 






You can be beautifully groomed 
through hours of activity. Three 
Flowers Face Powder clings for hours 
without renewing, never cakes or 
streaks. Choose Three Flowers 

and enjoy its flattering shades; its 


sweet, delicate fragrance; and its 
budget price. 


three flowers 
Shce Pour Syptik “Rouge 


A CREATION OF RICHARD HUONUT 
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You can enjoy every moment of Summer 


outdoors, become a beautiful brown or 





 e stay lily fair, by simply using Elizabeth 
Arden's famed preparations designed for 


this explicit purpose. 


ARDENA SUNPRUF CREAM... 
Regulates suntan according to the 
amount used, vanishes on the skin. 
1.25 
ARDENA SPORTS GELEE .. . 
Protects the skin against sun rays, 
encourages a natural tan, gives a 
smart shining look as makeup, keeps 
Se ad gh vi ghee 3 a's s, 9's 1.65 


ARDENA SUNTAN OIL... 
Use this to promote a natural tan, 


ig ahem 


AT SMARTEST SHOPS 


graduating the time spent in the sun 
accordingly. Keeps the skin supple, 


smooth. Café or Honey 1.00, 1.50 


ARDENA EIGHT HOUR CREAM ... 


the skin which has 
been over-exposed to the sun or wind 
1.85, 3.10 


Comforting to 


SLEEK... 
The fragrant white cream that removes 
hair .. . leaves your arms and legs 


smooth as silk. ..... 85 and 1.25 


IN EVERY TOWN 





artist, gradually fills in the finer points 
of a perfect portrait of you. Intelligence, 
an alert mind and good looks go hand in 
hand, And don’t let anyone tell you that 
Good Looks is a junior partner in the 
trio. To enjoy life you'll make the most 
of everything you’ve got, with a frank 
estimation of the “fors” and “againsts,” 
and a clear view of where you’re heading. 
You’ll make sure you aren’t rushing to 
meet middle age like the Silver Bullet 
toward its destination; or, on the other 
hand, that you aren’t clinging to your 
youth with the optimistic hope that 
your friends, and not you, are changing. 

If you’re smart you'll learn how to tie 
in with your age group, with perhaps a 
few years off for luck! But watch for 
needless signs of ageing which can rob 
you of a vital part of living. Put your 
mirror in a good strong light and face 
facts about yourself. 

Your Life Lines. Few people admire 
a poker-stiff expression—the kind which 
has all the animation of a blancmange 
pudding; but neither should any 
woman allow humor and vitality to 
turn her into a mortkey face! To be 
attractive you'll show faint traces of 
laugh lines around your eyes. To pre- 
vent them from becoming crow’s feet, 
you'll pat nourishing eye cream on the 
delicate tissue around your orbs each 
night—as part of your beauty routine. 
As time goes by, deeper lines will appear 
from nostril to mouth; the clever use of 
foundation base will conceal and lighten 
them. Too much exposure to weather 
coarsens skin, so you won’t be a spend- 
thrift with your complexion. You'll 
protect your face from winter winds, by 
creams and lotions; you'll never make a 
burnt offering of yourself in summer 
you'll sun-bathe with plenty of suntan 
oil to prevent burning. When you garden 
you'll protect your face and hair with a 
shady hat, because you know that too 
intense heat or too intense cold absorbs 
the natural oils of the skin. 

When you find your hair is sprinkled 
with grey, learn how to avoid make-up 
errors. It’s a common fault for women 
with whitening tresses to use the same 
shade of foundation powder and lipstick 
that they used in their twenties—only 
applied with a heavier touch to cover up 
lines. You won’t be guilty of that 
indiscretion. As soon as hair loses its 
color pigment, your skin changes too, It 
becomes whiter and softer—just nature’s 
way of creating color harmony. Grey 
hair and lighter skin tone call for much 
the same make-up shades you used in 


solution. Here is one simple chin support 
exercise you can do night and morning 
but don’t let your family catch you at it, 


because you'll look like a fish out of 


water. Open your mouth wide and let 
your jaw drop; exert all the pull you can 
on your underchin muscles as you slowly 
close your mouth. Repeat 25 times. 
Spend a few minutes briskly slapping 
your underchin to break down fatty 
tissue. Slapping is better than rubbing 
as it won’t stretch the skin. 

A crépey throat is another give-away 
of the years. The skin of your neck 
dries out and becomes wrinkled. Mas- 


sage it each night with heavy skin 
cream, starting from your collarbone 
and progressing right up to your ears. 
You can give your throat a more 
vigorous workout than you give your 


Consult an expert on hair styling so your 
hair-do will be flattering to your face. 





your teens. If you are a brunette, with Don't be a star performer in make-up errors! 
silver threads among the dark, you'll Greying hair calls for soft natural shades. 


look best in a rosy-toned foundation with 
a true red lipstick; if you are chestnut 
or blond, choose a peach foundation with 
bright candy stick red mouth make-up. 
Beware of fuchsias or dark red lipsticks; 
avoid foundation base with coppery or 
yellow overtones. 

It is seldom an extravagance to spend 
time and pennies on good advice. 
Consult an expert stylist for a becoming 
hair-do designed just for you. If you can 
wear your hair cut short and swept back 
so it fits your head like a sleek cap, you'll 
be up to the minute in fashion this 
year. You'll need a permanent every 
three months to keep it in trim—that is 
if you aren’t a natural born curly-locks. 

Chin-up. Calorie pruning alon 
won't keep your chinline firm. In 
fact if you diet and lose weight it’s apt 
to leave your underchin with a definite 


sag. Exercise and massage are the 





If you are throat conscious you'll learn 
to avoid double-trouble under the chin. 





cp 


grounds (he, Vienna; I, Toronto): differ- 

ent native languages, religions and races 
each difference allegedly a potential 

handicap to wedded happiness. 

But for us the contrast in backgrounds 
has served only to make us more inter- 
esting to each other. The diffe rence In 
language has given us the pleasure of 
sharing the same books, for we read 
aloud to each other in order to improve 
his accent. 


The question of religions has proved 
no hazard to us. Neither of us is bound 
by specified rules of religious etiquette. 

But while claiming that we have 
“overcome” the handicaps of different 
backgrounds, language, religion and 
race, it is only fair to point out that 
important “attitudes” of our upbringing 
were the same. Both of us were blessed 
with parents possessed of religious and 
racial tolerance. 

I know a sad story in which the hide- 
bound religious convictions and bitter 
racial intolerance on the part of both 
sets of parents have hung like a heavy 
cloud over a marriage that started in 
fondest love. 

Ihe couple grew up in a small town, 
where the girl’s parents are pillars of a 
local church. The boy’s parents arc 
strict orthodox Jews. 

According to an ancient custom in the 
orthodox Jewish religion, when a child 
marries outside the faith of his fathers, 
a funeral service is held and there is 
mourning, as for the dead. If, later, the 
parents should meet their child in the 
street, or anywhere, they must not 
recognize him. To them he is dead. 

This tradition was observed by the 
parents of the Jewish boy. And immedi- 
ately after the runaway marriage, the 
girl’s parents cast her off and have since 


The Yellow Dress 


Continued from page 43 


been out fishing already and she was 
insisting that he clean the spoils. The 
ugly jackfish lay on the ground, some 
of them with greedy jaws still moving. 
Bruce, natty and clean at all times, eyed 
them with disgust. Gail wore the same 
slacks and sweater. She had very few 
clothes. 

That fact annoyed Paul. It struck a 
bell far back in his mind, some long-ago 
inability to cope with financial circum- 
stances. There had been an episode 
about a yellow print housedress which 
left a rift behind it which he had con- 
sidered utterly disproportionate. 

He dressed hurriedly. They were 
already eating on the porch, which was 
filled with sunshine. There was a glitter 
on the Jake: the water was alive with a 


million blobs of dancing light. It was 





exhilarating: it blended perfectly with 
the smell of coffee and frying fish. His 
grapetruit had never tasted sorefreshing. 

Gail and Bruce were deep in an 
argument about the price system. Her 
earnestness amused him. Privately, he 
considered politics too bindingly parti- 
san, and felt vaguely that economics 
should be an exact science, which it 
never seemed to be when anyone was 
explaining it. Margaret used to frown 
like that, but her seriousness used to be 
in connection with the little boys’ 
winter underwear and having enough 
oranges, and wanting to buy an electric 
train for their Christmas and big glass 
balls for the tree. 

Mrs. Towns was going home. Per- 
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refused to acknowledge her existence. 

Since both young people continue to 
love their parents and to miss them, 
a sadness overhangs their marriage. 

There are probably, today, compara- 
ively few parents capable of this 
relentle ssly uncompromising attitude 


toward what they might consider their 


| 
| 


children’s mésalliances. But considering 


the colossal gamble that marriage under 
the “best”’ circumstances (i.e.—similar 
racial, religious and social backgrounds) 
seems to be, it would appear that the 
fewer the initial handicaps, the better. 

On the other hand, the couple plan- 
ning an interreligious or interracial 
union may approach their marriage with 
a deepe r sense of their separate responsi- 
bilities and of the great care to be taken 
if they are to make a success of their 
lives together. 

If I were asked to make one sugges- 
tion to a couple contemplating a 
“mixed” marriage, I should say: “Be 
sure to settle, before you marry, the 
question, if it exists, of the formal 
religious education of your future 
children.” 

It is very probable that one result of 
the war has been, and will continue to 
be, an increase in intergroup marriages. 
Such unions may help educate people, 
by their example, to a wider understand- 
ing and tolerance. 

On several occasions people have said 
to me: “I never think of your husband 
as being a Jew. He’s so nice.” 

“Yes,” I say, and quote the Fount. 
“Jews are people. Some you like and 
some you don’t. But don’t you feel that 
way about every group of people you’ve 
met—the English, the Chinese, the 
French, the Americans, the Canadians? 
Some you like and some you don’t?” 


haps Bruce would go soon. All August 
lay ahead. He could ask Gail’s younger 
sister to come and keep her company 
here. Perhaps she would never have to 
teach school again. He would invite no 
one else. He had denied himself long 
enough. 

‘Either of you want to go in to town?” 

““No, thanks, Paul. It’s going to be 
a scorcher today. I’ll bet we have a 
storm before night.” 

Gail answered, and Bruce looked at 
her in an odd appraising way. Paul, 
watching them, wondered if a girl really 
listened when she smiled sweetly on a 
man’s expounding of his theories. It 
had done Bruce good, even if all she did 
was watch his face. 

Of course, Margaret had been able to 
listen and to talk as well as anyone he 
knew: she used to complain jokingly 
that the pulpit had given him a tendency 
to monologue. He shook off his thoughts. 

““Better hurry back, Paul.” Gail 
touched his arm. 

“T’Ill do that.”” His warm glance went 
over her like a shaft of sunlight and she 
noticed it as little. Girls seemed to be 
less self-conscious than they used to be. 

He was absent-minded on the drive to 
town, though he tried to listen to Mrs 
Town’s conversation. Her improvement, 
however, was due to transference of 
affection rather than to resolution. 

“What should I do next?” she 
queried plaintively. 

“How about cooking for a hostel Or 
something like that? There seem to be 
many openings nowadays for energetic 
women without families.” 

Piqued that he had not singled her 
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Oo thoroughly refreshed! 
Sey Vidmolises Ut-day Beaity Cen § 





hiffech ourself with a | 
 PALMOLIVE BEAUTY BATH . 


Feel a bit tired? Then take a rest- 
ful, soothing Palmolive Bath. Yes, 
whether you prefer a leisurely tub, 
a tingling shower, or a quick 
partial bath at the wash basin, a 
Palmolive Bath soothes your nerves 
... relaxes tired muscles .. . leaves 


DOCTORS PROVE 


2 out of 3 women can have 
lovelier skin in 14 days! 
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GET THE GIANT BATH SIZE 


° THRIFTY! LONG LASTING! 


XS 


_ HEAR THE HAPPY GANG — C.B.C. NETWORK MON. thru FRI. 


Take a Palmolive bath every day. 0 
There’s physical‘and mental relaxa- _ © 
tion in it for you... . refreshing [> 
cleanliness . : . and, yes, soft, 
smooth skin loveliness—for 
Palmolive is made with soothing 
Palm and Olive Oils, two of 
Nature’s finest skin conditioners. 
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HERE’S ALL YOU DO! 
Wash your face three 
times a day with 
Palmolive Soap and, 
each time, with a face- 


cloth massage Palm- 


1 
PAR 
olive’s beautifying 


lather into your skin—/for an extra 60 
seconds. If your skin is extra-sensitive, 
use just your fingertips to massage in 
Palmolive’s lovely soft lather. Then 
rinse well—first with warm water, fol- 
lowed by cool—and pat dry. That’sall! O 
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PALMOLIVE 
gives you these complexion benefits , 
FEWER BLEMISHES LESS DRYNESS c 
LESS OILINESS FINER TEXTURE . 
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after each of these incidents. 

“Never mind,” he said. “That’s how 
it is, I’m afraid. But don’t be unhappy, 
will you? I know we'll find what we 
want.” 

As we ate our restaurant dinners after 
the discouraging apartment 
hunting, he encouraged me with his good 
humor. And yet it was he who deserved 
a gay and cheerful companion. It was 
he who had been hounded from his 
beloved Vienna, and whose heart must 


dinner, 


days of 


often have been heavy y with thoughts of 


his two sisters and their families still in 
Europe. 


One Saturday morning, at the end of 


that long cold January, I found the 
apartment of our dreams. Through a 
wonderful bow of four windows winter 
sunlight streamed into the living room. 
And there was an open fireplace and a 
pretty bedroom and a bathroom and the 
smallest kitchenette in the world. 

“This is ours. We've got to have it,” | 
thought. With a flourish, 
slightly shaking hands, | 
name (unquestionably Anglo-Saxon) to 
the cheque for the first month’s rent. 
Then I went to meet him for lunch. 

“And evervthing was all right?” he 
said, when I finished my ecstatic descrip- 
tion. 

“Oh absolutely!” I said. 

He looked at me keenly. 
along, dear.” 

“Where are we going?” 

“To see our apartment and to call on 
our new landlord.” 

“Oh-—-”’ I said, “Are you going to tell 
them?” 

““My poor darling,” he said, ‘don’t 
you know me well enough yet to realize 
that I could never go where I am not 
welcome because of my race?” 

The landlord and his wife were 
obviously puzzled by my _fiancé’s 
accent, his un-Anglo-Saxon features and 
name. But when, after a 15-minute visit 
with them, he had them laughing at one 
of his stories, | began to hope. Then, as 
we left, the landlord said: ‘“‘Oh yes, 
you'll want the keys.”” The hard-boiled 
egg in my throat disappeared. 

Three weeks later we were married 
in the home of an old friend of my 
mother’s. During part of the ceremony, 
as the rabbi read a few words in Hebrew, 
I thought: “This is the ancient tongue 
of my husband’s people. It was under- 
stood in the humble home of Mary and 
Joseph; and the Ten Commandments 
were being written in Hebrew, when my 
ancestors were blue-painted savages on 
the island of Britain.” 

Recently I was asked how my family 
and friends 
with a Jew. To which I replied that my 
brothers their who 
constitute my only immediate family, 
They 
seem quite content in the fact that I am 
obviously happy. 

A number of acquaintances dropped 
from my list, but my friends remained to 
friends. And our 
marriage our circle of frie nds has been 


signed my 


“Well, come 


reacted to my marriage 


three and wives, 


have never expressed an opinion. 


become our since 
enriched by the addition of fine people 
of my husband’s race. 

I wish that my mother could have 
known of a conversation that took place 
some weeks before our marriage. We 
had been making plans and had fallen 


silent fora moment. Presently he said: 


in spite of 


“T was thinking—would you like us to 
visit your mother’s grave, on our wed- 
ding day, and leave some flowers there?” 

“Yes,” was all I could say. 

“And I was wondering,” 
“would you like us to visit your little 
cousin at the sanatorium, and give her a 
rose from your bouquet?” 

“Yes,” I said, and wondered what it 
was going to be like, being married to a 


he said, 


man who could read my heart so well. 

Now, in the fourth 
marriage, I can say that it has been 
His remarkable memory has 
proved to be not only a rich treasure 


year of our 


good, 
house of vivid experiences and impres- 
sions, it has also provided one of the 
cherished details of our marriage. He 
remembers our wedding anniversary 
not a year 25th 
of every month! And brings me flowers, 
or a little gift! And on the evening of the 
25th there is always a special dinner 
party (for two). 

These are some of the little things 
that make one say: “I wouldn’t change 
places with any other woman in the 
that 
bulwark behind which one takes refuge 
from unpleasant incidents like the one 
that occurred last spring. 

I was returning from my marketing. 
As I turned the corner of our street a 
group of neighborhood children, w ho had 


just once but on the 


world.” They are also part of 


apparently seen me with my husband 
on other occasions, greeted me with: 
“Dirty Russian Siberian Jew!” 

I was too surprised to speak, even if | 
could have thought of something wise 
and calm to say. I walked on, 
presently found myself thinking of 
another day, a long time ago. 

I was five. I had bustled across the 
street to call on an elderly neighbor 
whose conversational talents were aug- 
mented by a store of homemade taffy. 

“*New people moving in at the corner, 
I see,”” Mrs. Pogley said, as she handed 
me a sticky bit. “1] wonder if they are 
Jews. I hope not.” 

Jews. The 
only Jew I’d ever heard of was Jesus. 
Wouldn’t Mrs. Pogley like me, or let me 
come for conversation and taffy, if | 
were a Jew? 

This called for consultation with the 
Fount of All Knowledge, so I ran back 
across the street. 

I found the Fount in the kitchen. | 
rested my chin on the 
was mixing a cake. 

“*Mother, what’s a Jew?” 

There while the 
gathered her thoughts together. 

“Jews are people,” 

““Are we Jews?” 

““No, we are called Gentiles.” 

“Is Mrs. Pogley like us? 

“Yes, Mrs. Pogley is Gentile too.” 


and 


It was almost a new word. 


table, where she 


was a pause, Fount 


she said. 


Relief at this indisputable evidence 
that nothing could ever come between 
me and conversation and taffy with Mrs, 
Pogley almost precluded my _ next 
question, 

““What’s the difference?” 

The Fount sighed patiently. ‘There 
really isn’t any, know. They're 
All different kinds of people 
Good and bad, clever and stupid, rich 
Just like us. 
different church. 


you 
people. 
and poor, But they go toa 
They call it Temple. 
Now go out and play oo 

The one whose judgment | respected 
above all othe rs had spoke n. 


MY HUSBAND and I brought to our 
back- 


marriage completely different 


( 
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that each of them had Xu 
extra violent effort to cceer fos 
psychological easons, 

It struck him now for the first time 
charmed by the artistic design of the 
yellow print, that the incident might 
even have motivated her choice of an 


oc¢ upation. 


And now with a picture of Gail and 
the world well lost petore him, ne 


wondered tf his whole 
Was he trying some new ( 
old challenge? Must he prove | 


iwain with an exciting adventure? 
He entered ‘the store hastily, as if 
scenting competition, bought the dress 
itterned with yellow daisies, gratified 


to find that it was far more expensive 


le 
than he had expected. It must be a good 


dress. He knew nothing of materials. 


He went to a telephone booth and 


The 


answered that he was on \ 


called his lawyer. secretary 


+ 1] 
acation, would 


be back in two weeks. 


Blocked, struck him that a cloud 
had darkened his sky. But the weather 


‘ eS ' 
He finished his business 


had c hange d. 


as quickly as possible while storm clouds 
gathered above his head. Out of town, 
he drove faster, for the first trme in his 
life regardless of the law and entoving 


the sensation. He felt himself above the 


medit 


world again: ated, for a startled 

moment, throwing a coin to the winds. 
The 

gold 


ward: it reminded him of a picture in an 


dark clouds were fringed with 


hot ang 


ry rays darting down- 


old family Bible. But by the time he 
reached Cold Lake beach the water was 
grey and silver, whipped all over with 


ridging white-tipped as if it had 


The sky was sombre with 


Vaves 


been the ocean. 


enormous swirling puffs of cloud in every 


of grey, pierced once and again 
ghtning. Paul 
behind the 


Retreats 


shade 
by a jagged streak of 


slowed down as he drove 


cottages, the Squeeze Inns, 


and Sleepy Hollows. 


He was momentarily minded to 


despise the commonplace crowd who on 


a fine day strewed the beaches, white 
to 


and pink and brown bodies exposed t 


heaven and their fellows in all the 
pitiful gamut of human flesh, from the 
perfect. advertisement to the ironk 
cartoon, 

Mothe and grandmothers were 
bringing the young ones home now, 
hurrying them along the sandy road: 
screen doors banged, shrill voices pro- 
tested sharply. 

East Windows was the last cottage on 


Finger Prints 


HERE’S A clever new idea for the 


hostess who likes gay ind nove 
\ a ' 

accents tor bathroom Drightening: 
A pall of crocheted hands are 
appliq iéd on a bath towel, very 
ay ; , : 

amusing and identifying! We did 
cad ‘ 

ours with one hand black, one 


red, but you might like to work 


two o1 three sets in your own color 


scheme. 


ASS BREBEO SAAR RABE, 


the hill which shadowed the farthest 
art of the beach. A garage was sct in 
low on the hillside and a flight of green 

iinted steps led straight to a side door, 
the whole front being glassed-in porch 


uch daily faced the sunrise. 


As he 


ran up the steps Mrs. Griggs 

came to the door, dourer than usual. 

I’n id yu’ re back,” she said. 

*They’re out in the rowboat. They took 
their lunch up the creek,” 

\ gust of wind hurled rain against 


the windows, 


Paul put on a cap and 


slicker and went out, down to the 


nearest his boats were tied. 
jerked in her 
gladly have 


wind and 


pier, where 
His sailboat dipped and 


place as if she would 


tackled an er! 


water. he 


1counter with 


only craft he could see in 


action was his white rowboat manned by 
There was nothing to 
for they were 


give them a tow. 


two bent figures. 
do now but watch them, 
too late to 
He helped Gail onto the pier. 
her knitted sweater molded to 
s, bright strands of hair curling 


almost in: 
She was 
dre ne hed, 
her breast 


about her forehead. She was laughing 


with her mouth open, showing her strong 


teeth against the parted lips. “It 


Paul,’ 


‘You had no business to stay out In 


white 


was fun, * she gasped. 


that storm.” 

Bruce looked sheepish. “We 
long way off when it broke.” 

“TI loved minute of it,” 
Gail. “Listen to the squelching of my 


were a 


every said 
sandals. 
Magnificent 


conquest: 


young creature, she 
but in Paul’s iIn- 
voluntary desire there was an odd strain 


acid of distaste. 


invited 


almost the 
roughly, 


of conflict, 
He scolded her disconcerted. 
AGAINST THE storm, they trailed up 
the road, himself in the lead. Mrs. 
Griggs took immediate charge of Gail in 
the kitchen and Bruce went quickly to 
his room. 


Gail was back in a few minutes, in a 
turquoise chenille housecoat, rubbing 


her hair with a towel till it fluffed out 
about her head like a merry halo. She 
threw the towel on a chair in her bed- 
room, tied a plaid ribbon round her 
head, and joined him in the living room. 

Paul mixed her a hot drink, stirred the 
fire, pulled up a chair for her in front 
of it. 

“You were worried. 


I’m sorry, Paul.” 


“It’s quite all right, if you are.” 
‘How was your day?” 
“1 bought you a present,” he 


said 





Instructions for making may be obtained from Chatelaine Handicrafts, 


481 University Ave., 


Toronto 2. Order 


No. S139. Price 5 cents 


| LOVE YOU DEAR, 
EVEN THOUGH 
YOUR BRISTLES 

ARENT AS GOOD 


4S PROLON ! 
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made fine tooth brushes imi A N 


AS aL 
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Remember this, the next time you 


buy a tooth brush: Years of laboratory 
research have produced amazing new 
synthetic bristles. 

*Prolon” is our trade name for the very 
finest grade of this synthetic bristle. 


PROLON—No Finer Bristle Made 


Among these new synthetic bristles 
being marketed under various trade 
names, none is finer...none is more 
durable . . . none is more costly to produce 
than Prolon, the synthetic bristle in the 
Pro-phy-lac-tic Prolon Tooth Brush. 


Only PROLON has “Round Ends” 


Prolon, in fact, has a very important 
plus which no other synthe tic bristle 
has. Itis the only bristle that is rounded 
at the ends. 


Yes, it’s a fact! Under a special pat- 
ented process, exclusive with Pro -phy-lac- 


PS. a 
thia 25f bnush... 
the beat buy in the 
Lowen-pnice field. 


MADE 





GL Bett 1 2, 


Actual Photomicrographs 





tic, we smooth and round the end of each 
and every bristle in the Pro-phy-lac-tic 
Prolon Tooth Brush. See for yourself 
how much gentler these round ends 
are on tender gums! 


And with PROLON these other “extras” 


In addition to round-end bristles, the 
Pro-phy-lac-tic Prolon Tooth Brush 
gives you these three important “ex- 
tras”: 1. The famous Pro-phy-lac-tic 
end tuft, for ease in reaching hard-to- 
get-at back teeth. 2. Scientific grouping 
of bristles to permit thorough cleans- 
ing of brush after using. 3. Guaranteed 
for 12 full months of use. 


Next 


' 
money. 


time, get the most for your 


Pro-puy-Lac-tTic Brusu Co. 
Lid... Toronto, 


{ Canada) 
Ontario 










“Pro phy fac-tic + NYLON 


Lowest priced Nationally Advertised 
Tooth Brush in the Country 


IN CANADA 
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RENE FOX, 
frion model ZN 


7 


ee 


like pretty 
teen-age fos 


Ma 
ODELLING IS FUN,”’ states 


this vivacious high school leader, 
“but you've got to be sure of your- 
self. Of course every girl is careful 
about perspiration offence, but I have 
to be doubly sure because of the lovely 


out as an individual, she asked him a 
little brusquely to let her get off at the 
bus station. He is infatuated with that 
girl, she thought. Both of them are. It 
was not much of a holiday. 

“You lost a lovely daughter-in-law,” 
she said, 

He moved sharply and she smiled. 
‘Poor girl,” she went on, “she’s helping 
a younger brother through Varsity. So 
few nice clothes for a young woman. 
Why not buy her a present? She's 
almost a relation.” 

He said nothing, turning over the 
idea in his mind. At the station he 
answered, turning from setting down 
her suitcases. ‘‘Good idea,” he said 
then. “Thank you. I have so little 
family to buy things for. There’s Ted, 
our younger boy, in the Navy. But | 
have taken care of him these last two 
years, through the stores.” 

The boys used to be sent to him in the 
summer holidays when they were in 
their teens. Ted was a happy-go-lucky 
youngster, took things as they came; but 





MORE ATTRACTIVE 
SKIN with SIMPLE CARE | 


Your skin must meet the punishing demands of busy 
days and still have that alluring look. Skin needs 
special care to measure up to these requirements. 
Let that core be Mercolized Wax Cream which 












will help to obtain a lovelier, more youthful looking 
complexion. If gives an appearance of new skin 
beauty aglow with natural loveliness. Start using 
Mercolized Wax Cream tonight. It will aid in re- 
taining the firmness and freshness of your com- 
plexion beyond your fondest dreams. Mercolized 
Wax Cream will help to make your skin look as 


things I model. Odo-Ro-No Cream 
gives me the dependable, long-time 
protection I must have!l’’ 


Cary had always been aloof, resentful. 

“He has everything,” thought Mrs. 
Towns, with increased hostility, as 
‘ ‘ they shook hands in farewell. “But let 
Applied in a jiffy, Odo-Ro-No him find out that he is just dreaming 
Cream deodorizes and checks about Gail, that he hasn’t got her too.”” | young and lovely as your skin can look. 
Use only as directed. 


perspiration . re keeps you “‘sure of She deleted herself mentally from the | 


9 . list of his admirers. OILY SKIN? USE SAXOLITE ASTRINGENT. Jost 
yourself’’ all day and evening, too. dissolve Saxolite Powder in one-half pint witch : 
hazel ond pot it on the skin several times a day. 


Dress by courtesy of lt subdues excess surface oil, tightens soft skin 








PAUL DROVE off happily. Gail had tissue by temporary contraction, and leaves the 
en ee kissed him last night. A tremor ran a a 7 
STOP PERSPIRATION WORRIES THIS through him, delicious after the dry | Seld at Cosmetic Counters Everywhere, ( 
SAFE EFFECTIVE WAY years. He looked amusedly at a window —_—— —_________— ' 
full of saucy absurd hats. Women ' 
would buy things like that for them- 

ODQ -RO e DQ selves, of course. He left the car at the 
nearest parking place and strolled down ‘ 
the street, lost in a mirage of spring. ‘ 
odorant Blossoming out of it, a daffodil-yellow 
DOES NOT DRY OUT IN THE JAR print dress in the centre of a large . 
window held him rooted, the wax figure c 
19° . 39° 8 65° in it smirking blankly. ‘ 
Ale That was what had been at the back of 

Odo-Ro-No Liquid—15¢, 39¢, 65¢ his mind. Margaret had wanted a new F 
housedress badly, and had seen one in a a 
o wiZ a \ I Vl store which attracted her tremendously, ‘ 
4 ~~ ss. a yellow print. He had turned out his h 
pockets to no avail: there was a dollar p 
or so too little and he would not con- p 


sent to her charging the rest of it. It 
would have to wait till the end of the 
month. He must have been very priggish 
then. 

Years later, it had struck him, when 
advising someone else, that it is healthier 





“NO DULL || 
DRAB HAIR ra 


When You Use This Amazing f te 


4 Purpose Rinse 


In one, simple, quick operation, LOVALON - 
will do all of these 4 important things 


yA AAU 


paid te 


to break a self-made rule once in a while 
to prevent rigidity. 

He remembered that as soon as his 
salary was paid—and it was late, as 





’ si cee 


@RELIEVE THEM WITH MURINE 


Two drops of Murine in each eye will 
romptly comfort and soothe busy eyes that 
eel the strain of working under artificial 

light. 

Murine was originated by an eye physician to 

bring safe, gentle, soothing ease to eyes that 

are overtired and irritated. Ask your druggist 


usual—Margaret had rushed downtown 
to buy the dress, and it had been sold. 
She refused to buy another. He could 
see her dark head bent over the sewing 
machine next day, stubbornly patching 


to give YOUR hair glamour and beauty: 


1. Gives lustrous highlights. 
2. Rinses away shampoo film. 
3. Tints the hoir as it rinses. 
4. Helps keep hair neatly in place. 


LOVALON does not permanently dye 


for Murine—use it every day. 




















an old one; the money, returned to him, or bleach. It is a pure, odorless hair rinse, H 
lying for a couple of days untouched on in 12 different shades. Try LOVALON. he 
URINE. $=) his writing desk, till one of the little fb EeOEs HED a tet gente , 

boys reached for it, when he had put it | ee Ager - 
Trve economy means buying For EYES hastily in his pocket. Ree A 
the best — and that's Viyella Your He was a different man now entirely, LB pen a] 
a arighat ee The seas he thought. Those people w ho carried Good Housekeeping the hair at it Rimes | an 
fabric that's so stylish and one’s name in the past, rapidly became oes sovints wt —— on 
long wearing for men’s, re eS om ~~ | dismaying strangers. He wished Mar- Pe 
a anette pce eee a ‘ , eer * oe shoe . ns were the pt of ic = 
GUARANTEED WASHABLE & COLORFAST RE Bee ogee fees eee relieved with sc 


She had stayed at her old home till she 
had become self-supporting. It must 
have been hard going at first: later, he 
had heard she had done well as partner 
| in a friend’s business. 





The Cream to protect 
the skin before the 
long, hard game. No 
worry about sunburn 
or shiny skin. ' 


White, Flesh, Rachel, Sun-Tan 


LUX TESTED 


36” and 54” wide. At all leading stores or write 


Wm Hollins & Co. Ltd., 266 King St. W., Toronto For Land and Sea travel. 


Satisfactory results, o7 
money refunded. 
ae mda 


eT ei 
ay av om 





It was possible 





yesterday, he saw the baby Cary cryin; 

in his crib, felt Margaret beside him « 

the lumpy mattress, curling her head 

' into the hollow of his shoulder, sighing: 
“T can’t sleep, Paul.” 


{ 

WAS THAT why he had bought “East 

, Windows” in the first place? Had he 

f been trying to recapture something that 

r he had lost? He was possessed by the 
very hollowness he had countered in 
other people with detached philosophy. 
Strangers, their faces receded into 
dimness, like faces seen after the eves 
are closed at night. 

Unnoticed by the other two, he slipped 
away from the hall and went home, 
straight to the left-hand top drawer of 

{ his bureau. 

: A couple of days later Bruce and Gail 


left together in Bruce’s neat coupé; and, 
| as the weather stayed wet, Paul tried to 
get in some serious reading. But he 


€ Q regan to find himself yawning over the 


page, or pacing the small rooms. 


Then came a totally unexpected 
; letter from his sponsors. 

“Carpenter, my dear fellow, that 

| last broadcast of yours. Quite off 

L your usual style. Almost a satyr in 
it, not at all what people would 


expect from you. Inspirational, you 
| know. Must give the public what it 


’° 
5 wants... 


, Surely not a satyr! A faun, perhaps? 
That was from the mocking light in 
é Margaret’s wise eyes. The picture, now 
that he was alone, had returned to his 
writing desk. Mrs. Griggs was not sup- 
posed to interfere with his study, though 
he caught himself fancying a flicker of 
discernment in her round eyes. The 
afternoon of an ageing faun, he told 
himself angrily. He would get away 
from here, where very emptiness had 
: filled the place to overflowing. He 
would sell the place. 
2 What could he say to other people 
> 


now that he was so unsure of himself? 
He would go back toa country church. 
It was far harder to retrace Gne’s steps 
than to go forward: the instinct revolted 
from the thought. But he would do just 
that. 
family of relations-in-law. They would 
see to it that he didn’t let them down. 
Mere fame would not deter them. Close 


A small town was like a large 


neighbors were not simple as to falsity 
of pretension. 

He was one of a middle-aged crowd, 
telling itself with desperation that it had 
failed in life. At least there was comfort 
in being one of a crowd. 


I le would 


x for that broad- 


7 Saturday again tomorrow. 
1 

( have to write something 

Imp« ssible to believe 


cast. that it was 


only a week since the day of Gail’s 
engagement, 


He sat down at his desk, and the 


universal loneliness of each particie of 
humanity gripped him like a vise. In 
the evenings it became a concentrated 


essence, pungent, overpowering. 
He had a heading at least. He wrote 





the words: “Empty Evening,” and 
underlined them. 

“Truth is wrenched from. the 
mind and heart,” he wrote slow 
“Man must face him soone 
later, and look at the work of his 


own hands. It is the e1 
the blank pags that ( nnsi 
and in his own eyes 

“The inevitable 
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eacl individual touches his 


con- 
very twilight: dusk 


day’s practical de- 


crousness w ith € 
ae strovs the 
lenses against sentiment. There is a 
great surge homeward, It fills men’s 
songs, hymns and music: creeps into 
their picture d sunsets: the seed of it 
planted perhaps in a child’s first 
realization of darkening afternoon. 
““Now for the familiar voice, the 


| | , 
face lifted in welcome Sire: 


He pictured young girls in city board- 


ing houses, looking out of high windows, | | 


wondering if the boy they had met 
would telephone them, if the friends 


back home would write, if girl friends 


could be trusted with confidences; the | 


boys at street corners, loitering and look- 


ing about, wandering along the side- 
walks, talking and laughing too loud 
for their own comfort to cover restless- 
ness and lack of occupation, wistfully 
demanding purpose in life and that only 
of themselves; older people filling the 
evening with bridge and gossip, drinking 
everything from tea to whisky to 
stimulate their ward off 
their dullness and apprehensions: going 


interest and 
to bed early to end the day, or late 
because they could not bear to ring 
down the curtain on a period which had 
no real consummation. 

He wrote of them, being of them, 
sharing their indecision, their hope and 
their disappointment. Hot with shame 
over his own failure, he knew that he had 
reaped a difficult harvest from his own 
substitution. 

He could see Margaret, the two babies 
put to bed, in a chair beside the table 
lamp with the pink shade, which had 
been a wedding present. He used to read 
to her. His voice, he told himself rue- 
fully, had always been his greatest 
asset. If only he could find that sense 
of a day’s work done again. Perhaps it 
was man’s surest panacea. 

He finished, his pencil flying: 


“The greatest things in life are 
the fruits of the spirit: love, joy, 
peace. For these we should always 
be ready to sacrifice our selfish- 
ness and pride. There is a perfect 
rhythm in the universe if we accept 
the full cycle of seed time and 
harvest. 

“The desolate grey landscape of 
loneliness we all know. But against 
it are set life’s best gifts: love and 
comradeship: and whatever of our- 
selves we pay for them, they remain 
gifts. There is always warm hand 
for hand, strong heart for heart, 
light of trust in 
other human 


the steadfast 
the eyes of some 

93 
being... 


It was too close for him to express it as 


he wished. He fumbled through an open | 


loor 


ox of books on the { for a small 
brown-covered book that had been his 
mother’s. There was something, if he 
could find it, that she had marked tn the 


margin, one of those novelists of the 


nineties. 


“Self - forgetfulness, tenderness, 


strength ... these things purchase 
love. Put by your purse, lad, it will 


serve you in other ways, but it will 
not buy for you the goods upon my 


I 
shelves. 


pencil down and his head 


He laid the 


dropped to his hands. 


k 


Ps 


SURE OF YOUR 
PRESENT 
DEODORANT ? 
TEST IT! 


ake the famous Fresh test. Put 
your present deodorant under one 
arm. Put Fresh, the new cream 
deodorant, under the other arn. 


See which stops perspiration - 
prevents odor better. 


Fresh contains the most effective 
perspiration-stopping ingredient 


known to science. Fresh stays 


smooth...doesn't dry out in the jar. 


Bao 


Wi 


SEE WHY 
MORE WOMEN 
ARE SWITCHING 

TO FRESH 

THAN TO 

ANY OTHER 
DEODORANT ! 


A Vd 


Se 


FRESH 


cReam DEODORANT 
TOPS PERSPIRATION 
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Sun-faded, grey streaks vanish in a jiffy when 


Jumbo Hair Pencil, the temporary colour stick, 
is applied lightly to the hair wherever needed. Skillfully 
blended in light, medium and dark brown, 
blonde, brunette or auburn, Ogilvie Sisters’ 
Jumbo Hair Pencil lends safe, natural colour that’s easy 
to shampoo away! For glowing, last-minute 
grooming, smooth on a bit of Creme Set 
and a touch of a lovely Hair Fragrance. 











Ogilvie Sisters Hair Preparations available 
at better Department and Drug Stores 






Canadian Distributors 


LILLICO LIMITED 
380 Adelaide St. West, Toronto 
$07 
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uncertainly, “A dress. It was Mrs. 
Towns’ idea. Do you mind?” 

“Why, Paul! How nice of her to feel 
sorry for my slim wardrobe! Of course I 
don’t mind. I believe in communal life, 
you know. What’s yours is mine and ail 
that sort of thing.” 

He stared at her. Surely she could not 
be laughing at herself. She had once 
been an earnest young Communist. It 
had amused him to set her vis-a-vis 
Bruce Fowler, capitalist to the marrow. 
She set down the glass and tugged at the 
string on the box, eager as a child. 

“Why, it’s lovely. But how did you 
know my size?” 

“T guessed it.” Suddenly he was 
worried, trying to think what it was 
that the salesgirl had said. Some 
number had slipped automatically into 
his mind. He felt sure now that he had 
made a mistake. 

It did not need the cry of mock 
anguish from the bedroom a few minutes 
later. “‘Hi, Mrs. Griggs! I’m stuck. 
I’m stuck in a dress.” He knew. 

“I’m quite a big giri, you know,” she 
said to him, back in her housecoat by 
the fire. “Ever notice my shoulders?” 

Paul felt defiated, foolish. He rushed 
on blindly, protesting his consciousness 
of error. “We'll go in to town and 
choose another one. I can’t think what 
made me... Of course, I’ve noticed 
your shoulders. I’ve noticed everything 
about you.” He gazed into her startled 
eyes. “If I could get a divorce, could you 
consider me... ever? I would do any- 
thing in the world to make you happy. | 
can do it now, get you anything you 
want...” 

“Oh, Paul!” Her voice cut in, young, 
thin, almost alarmed. “I’m terribly 
sorry,” she added hastily, as Bruce 
came down the passage. 

Bruce was his usual impeccable self 
except for the slight glow of adventure 
that warmed his pale face. “Drink?” 
he queried cheerfully. “Thanks, Paul. 
Are you all right, Gail? Quite warm?” 


She must explain his air of pos- 


session. She colored uncomfortably. 


“Bruce and I should have told you 


immediately,” she said. “We are en- 
gaged to be married. It’s very new and 
all, just today.” 

“TI guess that is what held us up,” 
began Bruce, trying to be casual, looking 
from one to the other in a questioning 
manner, feeling something heavy in the 
air. 

Paul congratulated them awkwardly 
He could not bear the troubled pity in 
the girl’s candid eyes. 

“Supper’s ready when you are,” 
snapped Mrs. Griggs at the door. 

They were ready: but perhaps only 
Gail tasted the 
chicken patties. 
Paul was acutely miserable, | | 


tomato soup and 
Bruce was shy with 
excitement. 





and determined to hide it. | 
Rain persisting, they decided to at-g | 
tend the Saturday night dance in the é 
village. 
The evening went by for Paul in a 


series of flashes, separated by blank | 
spaces. There were wet bushes smelling 
strongly in the dark, a suggestion of 
sweetbriar from the wild roses, a scented 
thrust from saskatoon and cranberry , a 
moth flying suddenly in his face, soft 
and grey as the thought of a ghost. Then 
main street with cars parked on either 
side like shiny wet beetles, the crude hall 
with smells of gasoline, coal oil, knitted 
wool, perspiration; with modern music, 
paper ornaments demoted by dust, Gail ' 
jitterbugging with Bruce like a school- 1 
girl, and Bruce increasingly contented to 
the point of fatuousness. ' 
He seemed to be outside the whole 
picture. | 
He remembered with unexpected 
clarity the first time he and Margaret 
had stayed here in a rented cottage at 
the back of the same dance hall. The 
band used to play “Chinatown, my 
Chinatown” every Saturday night and 
practice it on most of the other nights. 
Wouldn’t that date him? But, clear as 
aan . < iciilntbleaeestipileapiiaiaiaaeatical 
1 
1 
« os} 4) { 
Tatted Lace : 
TWO LOVELY, intricate tatting ; 
patterns—worked out in response to . 
requests from readers who enjoy 
tatting. 


The collar is exquisitely lacy, and 
while it is not done quickly, when you ( 


finally put down your shuttle, you 


‘ 
have virtually a priceless heirloom ( 
piece. ' 

Also, we’re showing you two lovely | : 
tatted edgings. The wider one is 
beautiful, done in very coarse thread t 
for towels or pillowcases, or in fine : 


thread for blouse trimmings. The 
narrow edge is designed for edging 
fine linen hankies or children’s slips, 
with the single picot giving you a 
sew-on edge, 


481 University Ave., Toronto 2, Order No. S137. Price 10 cents. 


Instructions for making may be obtained from Chatelaine Handicrafts, 








HOUSE is well built when materials and methods 
of proved worth are used in its construction, 


I I + t re 
Such a house requires less attention, lasts longer 


; 1 
I and is more economical to own than one whic 
. ! | ° i} ’ | f 
is poorly buil Normally there’s only 10% 


tah 


' ' 
e acceptable and sub- 


difference in cost between tl 


standard quality, and only 159% difference In cost 


( 
I 
¢ j 


between high-class and substandard quality. In pay- 


ing more in the beginning you protect yourse If against 
the possibility of future annoyance, inconvenience 
and expense. And over the lifetime of the building 
the cost is actually no more—it’s less! 

Despite present shortages, choice still exists as to 
the materials and methods you can use for your new 
house. Of all materials, lumber is the only one that 
fails to meet pre-war standards of quality. hat Is 
because the demand for housing is so great that time 
for the wood to season properly cannot be allowed. 
Even so, if precautions are taken, the disadvantages 


of using green lumber can be minimized, As regards 





Residence of Mr. and Mrs, 
Clinton Snell, Port Credit, 
Ont. Abe Wilson, Architect. 


What Good Construction Means 


by JOHN CAULFIELD SMITH, Architectural Editor 


methods, your guarantee of quality is to employ 
only contractors and workmen whose work enjoys 
esteem in your locality. Wait for them to fulfill pre- 
vious building commitments in preference to taking 
a chance on persons whose performance records are 
dubious or unknown. A few cents saved now by using 
inferior materials or unskilled mechanics can cost 
dollars later in replacements and repairs. 

The first place to insist on good construction is 
in the foundation. The excavation should extend 
to solid ground, far enough below the finished grade 
to avoid damage by frost. Frost penetrates the ground 


to varying depths in Canada: your municipal build- 
ing commissioner or his equivalent can acquaint you 
with local conditions. If the ground on which your 
house is to be erected has been filled (that is, if it 
was once a ravine, or the site of a sw imp or quarry) 
you should have the foundations designed by a struc- 


tural engineer. 


Should your municipality have a construction code, 
you must obs t requireme ts lt ne does not 
exist, be oule \ I ! esta 1 DV the 
National H. Act. | ement is ol 
poured cor , concrete block dm Com- 
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HALFWAY THROUGH the following 


sweet with many days and nights that 


Le ee 


rare 








PERSONAL SAM PLE-In plain 


week he received a handful of letters, had taken strength from her body and " 7 
first fringe of what was to be an all-time added it to her spirit. se OF uUrse es | 
high wave of correspondence. “‘My poor Paul,” she said simply. “It CO 
As for him, he wondered with grim reached you at last.” 
amusement whether he would have to He could do nothing but stare at her, hy h - 100. 
content himself with the admiration of stunned. oe os f 
people like Mrs. Towns; for in spite of “You were lonely, yourself.” , = 
her resolutions, the letters included “Yes.” He could only get out the one} | 
small coral-colored note from her. hoarse word: his throat was dry. 
He had packed most of his books: the “You know it wasn’t the money, Paul 
study had a skeleton look. A box for the It wasn’t being poor. It was because you | | 
pictures lay on the couch. He gazed atit took it so sublimely for granted that I 
gloomily, shrugged his shoulders and _ should be glad to give up everything else * 
went out. to be with you, living your life, that . 
It was a perfect evening, the lake I should always be perfectly willing to dc TRIED IT ? 
opal and the sky opal and primrose whatever you thought was right.” 
above it. Canoes of all colors passed Margaret had always told the truth, e 
quietly to and fro. The distant trees even to him when he was not adult 
shone soft bright green like painted enough to stand it. 
trees on a stage, the reeds gleamed, He had no words to answer. His voice, 
little flocks of hell-divers circled the so long his friend, had deserted him. 
water in precise formation. He had seen “You used to be a bit smug, you 
it like that so often, but never felt so know.” Suddenly her .dark eyes 
acutely the inwardness of the homing twinkled, became warm and alive, as 
pattern. she pushed up her veil. “I guessed, with 
Mothers were calling their children that broadcast following the other one, 
from the beach. A grandmother passed someone had let you down when you 
him, talking earnestly to the little boy least expected it. I hopped on the train 
she held by the hand; matching aged that night. Was it Gail? She is such a 
wisdom to young alertness. A large lovely girl.” 
woman like a jellyfish in a dark bathing He looked sheepish, but his eyes 
suit grabbed two recalcitrant youngsters, stayed on hers, and he found slowspeech. 
hurled them into a screen door she had ‘Not exactly. It was you, | think, all the 
believed open. Their small compact time. I want to go back. I want to try 
bodies made twin dents in the wire, a country church again. No wonder you 
their shrieks rent the quietness. The could not stand that, and me too.” 2 cas Vs se _ 
° : BE FAIR with yourself! And this 
small boy, hanging back from the old She stamped her small foot as she very tatuth prose to youre het 
: lady’s grasp, murmured in parrot lang- used to do when | he first knew ~ he natural pain of the menstrual 
A Monarch-Knit ars, Oh, gramma, the poor little “Silly,’’ she said, it $ never an it that process can be relieved simply by 
tots! a woman can’t stand. Not the purse, lad, taking Midol. 
Sweater Paul felt a smile contort his face. The wherever you got that phrase, it’s You see. Midol tablets are 
primrose horizon deepened to apricot. always the man who counts. ; offered especially to relieve func- 
: The perfect evening was the emptiest She went to him then, held him at her | | tional periodic pain, and their 
Smart and informal, kind of all. He would have to hurry with short arms’ length, her eyes searching action is both prompt and sure. 
Monarch-Knit sweaters are his packing. his face. Prompt because relief is ge nerally 
the choice of men every- He shook off the evening chill, strolled Of course, It was her size he had seteinee ™ am minutes. Sure ft 
away from the beach and up the sandy bought in the dress with the yellow because fast-acting ingredients & 
where. They feature good d. As I d th . oat al ct ee act work in these ways to bring wel- 
road. As he passed the main street, the daisies. The number must have sprung ene eeliet- Mase Codsihe. tak 
sound style and easy com- late bus distributed its passengers at the _ to life from his subconscious mind. Well, me se : Si ei bite tall idly i : 
fort... in the right colours bakery door: children came down the he would give it to her and tell her the vou're “Blue,” zt ue I 
and designs. sidewalk nibbling ice cream cones. whole tale and let her laugh at him. Let Midol keep you brighter. | 
Back in his living room, he took off his Paul,” she said. “I believe we can Take it confidently and see how 
tweed jacket, threw it on a chair, began begin again. And, listen, Ted will be comfortably you can go th rough | 
with resolution to take down his back next month. There can be a home those trying days. Ask for Midol 
pictures. for him to come to. Oh, glory be!” at your drugstore. 4 
Light steps came running up the out- She turned from him and ran to the "i 
side stairs: there was a tap at the door, kitchen, quick and light on her feet as as 
but it opened and the steps came on. He she had always been. “Mrs. Griggs, |] | H 
Perfect § wondered, with a swift shock of alarm, if Mrs. Griggs,” she called, “I’ve come] + 7 
: SEEECE SOE FOMIp- Gail had come back. home, and I’m simply starving for} b 
ing, for play or something nice to eat.’ f 


to match his suit. 
And with all the 
extra quality and 
wear for which Monarch- 


BUT IT was not Gail. It was a small 
slender woman with dark hair that was 
whitening a little at the edges: erect, ex- 
tremely well dressed, a veil over deep 
dark eyes, a firm red mouth which was 


The room was changed, the house, the 
evening; everything was full now of the 
essentials of life—love and fulfillment: 
East Windows would glow again with 
triumphant morning light. # 


t 


Write Mrs. Helen Graham, Dept. 
1019 Elliott Street W., Winds 


CRAMPS - HEADACHE - BLUES 


L- -86 


or, Ont. 


Knit is famous. Sweater ' 

styles and colours to meet aliteiinaiaal i ei or aes 

every wish. Pattern Descriptions — 
1706—Misses’ and Women’s ae to 1713—Junior Misses’ and Misses’ “Simple 


<< 








Make” Two Piece Dress in sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, to Make” One-Piece Dress in sizes 11, 12, 13, es 
20. Size 16: 3% of 35 in.; 3 of 39 in.; 2% of 14, 15, 16, 18. Size 15: 3% of 36 in. with nap: Ff 
Are 41 in. Price, 25 cents. 3% Of 35,in.; 3% of 39 in.; 2% of 54in. Con- : bliss 
ae ase 
trasting cuffs and tie collar: ¥ 35 in oh 
bie 1708 —(Misses’ and Women’s One-Piece 39 in as collar cut Hegel = - f a bcd be Re 4 
: ? ’ 3g - «t ilar igthwise); of 35 in. 
Dress with slightly lowered armhole, in sizes (He collar cut crosswise): % of a in: tke CL wa er 
12, 14, 16, 18, 20, 40. Size 16: 2% of 35 in.; anllar 260 eromeatan) Price a? aes oe oe CLR RT Pr ube aL, 
ll sswise rice, 15 cents. c * 
2% of 39 in. or 41 in. Contrasting bands laid A : ree ; MARKING wit CASH’S 
crosswise: ¥% of 35 in.; % of 39 in. Price, 1707—Misses’ “Simple to Make” One-Piece \\ : E : 
20 cents. Dress with slightly lowered armhole, in sizes See — 
12, 14, 16, 18. Size 16: 3% of 35 in.; 2% of 39 Weoley ere SNe Oren 
THE MONARCH KNITTING COMPANY LIMITED Ra eee Wel wl 4 a. ikke at tn Bion, 98 cents. CASH’S INTERWOVEN NAMES 
: DUNNVILLE, ONTARIO, DIVISION , Make” One-Piece Dress with lowered arm- Simplicity patterns may be obtained from identify and protect againstloss and argument. Easily 
Knitted Outerwear _ Ladies’ Full-Fashioned Hosiery hole, in sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 20. Size 16: 3% your local dealer or by mail through the sewn on — or use NO-SO-CEMENT. ORDER EARLY— 


Mens’ Socks Hand Knitting Yarns 


JOSEPH SIMPSON DIVISION 
8 Berkeley St, Toronto, Ont 


of 39 in.; 3% of 41 in.; 2% of 54 in. Price, 25 
cents. 


Pattern Department of Chatelaine 
481 University Ave., 


Magazine, 
Toronto 2, Ont. 


several weeks needed to make up the individual 
orders. From your dealer or write 


CASH'S 46 Grier St. Belleville, Ont. 


Dp 


Knitted Outerwear Knitted Underwear 
a eee emmeneneeeumeesammmmemnemttal 


CASH'’S/ 3 doz. ‘1-59, 6 doz. $2.°°9 NO-SO Cement 


REET SLEIEI LLL LIES BEIGE EMER HES 5 ie see NAMES) 9 doz.*2:5°,12doz.$3.°° per tube 25 
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The wood used for 


windows and doors, finish flooring, trim, 


paper between. 


mantels, staircases and kitchen cup- 
boards is generally artificially seasoned 
by kiln drying. 


INSULATION is a “must” for your 
new home, protecting as it does the 
comfort of the family and economy of 
home operation. It is available in board 
and fill form. The board type is gen- 
erally chosen for solid masonry houses, 
the fill type for wood frame houses. 
There are three kinds of fill: granular, 
each intended to serve 


a particular need. 


batt and quilt 
In connection with 
their use, a vapor barrier paper applied 
to the inside face of studs and under- 
side of second floor joists or roof rafters 
is required to prevent damage by 
condensation. 

If the interior finish is to be plaster, 
insist on two coats on wood, fibreboard 
or gypsum lath or three coats on metal 
lath. Over-all thickness should measure 
54 inch. Metal corner beads are neces- 
sary on all cxposed angles and metal 
lath should be used at junctions of 
walls and ceilings. Where a dry finish 
is selected, plywood, hardboard, or 
fibreboard, gypsum or asbestos shects 
present interesting alternatives. For 
bathrooms, washrooms and kitchens it 
is hard to improve on ceramic tile. 
Fittings can be built right into the walls. 

Flat roofs should be covered with a 
built-up or tar-and-gravel roof. Where 
the service is available it is recom- 
mended that a surety bond be obtained 
through the roofing contractor guar- 
anteeing the roof to remain watertight 
for a period of at least 10 years. Dor- 
mers and sloping roofs of slight pitch 
should be covered with 26-gauge gal- 
vanized iron or 16-ounce copper. The 
same metals, or slate, asbestos, asphalt 
and cedar shingles of approved type, 
may be used for sloping roofs of steeper 
pitch. 

All exterior woodwork should be given 
at least three coats of paint, including 
primer, or two coats of stain or oil. 
Inside woodwork should also be given 
three coats of paint, including primer. 
Hardwood floors should be stained, 
filled if required, shellacked, waxed or 
varnished. Linoleum should be waxed: 
Tinting walls and ceilings with water 
paint, papering them or painting with 
Only materials 


I 
manufacture should be 


oil paints is permitted. 
of reliable 
employed. 

For small window openings single- 


weight sheet glass should be used and 


for large openings, double weight. The 
introduction of picture windows of 
insulating plate glass, and the use of 


panels of glass brick or textured glass 
1 


; . | ' . + 
to give light while screening views DOTN 
ways, are ideas that have been quickly 


adopted in recent years. 


PLUMBING DRAIN lines below the 
basement floor must be 6-inch tile or 
4-inch extra heavy cast-iron soil pipe, 
but may be medium-weight pipe above. 
Vent lines and short waste water lines 
2 inches or less in diameter may be 
standard-weight galvanized pipe. Cold- 
and hot-water piping may be stand- 
ard-weight galvanized pipe, or copper 
pipe. Fittings must be the same ma- 
terial as the pipe with which they are 
used. Domestic hot-water tanks may 
be galvanized iron or copper: bear in 
mind that hot-water requirements are 
likely to be greater in future than ever 


before, so install one of ample size. 

It is worth while to employ only rust- 
proof metal throughout your house. 
The labor charge is the same and the 
small extra cost of material is a divi- 
dend-paying investment For an ordi- 
nary two-story six-room dwelling, the 
additional cost of copper as compared 
with rustable metal for hot- and cold- 
water lines, domestic hot-water tank, 
flashings, eaves troughs and downspouts, 
weatherstripping, screening and hard- 
ware is only about $150, 

Make quality your first considera- 
tion in selecting plumbing fixtures. 
Though the variety offered by manu- 
facturers is by no means as extensive 
as before the war, there are a number 
of attractively styled standard designs 
from which to choose. 

If no municipal sewerage system ex- 
ists in your locality, your house drain 
must be connected to a septic tank 
whose size depends on the number of 
From this 
tank, which is buried underground, 
waste water is distributed through a 
tile-disposal bed. A separate grease trap 
should be provided to take care of waste 
water from the kitchen sink and laun- 
dry tubs. 


persons in your family. 


Modern heating systems, employing 
steam, hot water and warm air, have 
been developed to a high peak of efli- 
Most manufacturers maintain 
engineering departments 
available for consultation by your heat- 
ing contractor. Steam systems and hot- 


ciency. 
which are 


water systems may be either radiator 
or convector types, though a recent 
development in hot-water heating has 
been the laying of pipe coils in the 
floor. Many warm-air systems offer 
air-conditioning features, filtering, humi- 
difying and artificially circulating the 
air in winter. Give consideration to 
the advantages of automatic tempera- 
ture control and some means of me- 
chanical firing such as provided by coal 
stokers, and oil or gas burners. 


DO NOT compromise in your choice 
of finishing hardware. Polished and 
dull brass, antique brass and copper, 
bower-barff, imitation tron, bright and 
dull chrome and nickel are all to be 
had today. Only solid brass, either 
cast or wrought, brass alloys, or non- 
ferrous metals should be used outside. 
Steel must be avoided as it eventually 
rusts and stains. Three hinges are rec- 
ommended for all doors, and it is sug- 
gested that exterior doors be keyed 
alike. 

More and more electric appliances 
and pieces of equipment are making 
their appearance and you'll naturally 
want to capitalize on the ease and com- 
fort they make possible. An adequate 
system of light and convenience outlets 
is important but not more so than an 
adequate main service and proper dis- 
of branch wiring circuits 


tr bution 
throughout the house. It is recom- 
mended that houses up to 10 rooms 
n size have a main service of 140 
ampere capacity with a 100 ampere 
switch and an §8-circuit distribution 
panel. A separate range service of 70 
amperes capacity is required for the 
kitchen. If desired, a circuit-breaker 
load centre may be substituted for the 
With this arrange- 


ment there are no fuses to be replaced: 


switch and panel. 


after the cause of an excessive current 
has been removed, the circuit breaker 
is reset with the flick of a finger. # 
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_s AND Gate (Canapa) Liuirep take this 

opportunity of welcoming you to your 

new home. Perhaps you may feel a little 

lost in such a big country, but we want you 

to know that everyone is glad to see you and 

more than happy to greet you as a fellow 

Canadian. Among your new acquaintances 

you will find one old friend, a favorite with 

English families for generations. 

Yes, the familiar Cow and Gate 

‘ label is here in Canada ready to 

r “% help you give your young Cana- 
~~ dians a head start in life. 


The names* of some of our products have 
been slightly changed, but the 


high standard of quality remains —Z4 
the same. Cow and Gate Milk |.¢ 
Food is made in Canada from the La 


finest milk produced in the valley 
of the St. Lawrence, and is treated and 
concentrated by a special scientific process. 
Here is nature’s finest and most complete 
food specially prepared for your young 
family in Cow and Gate Milk Foods. 

*In Britain In Canada 


Whole Milk Food. 
Partly Skimmed Milk Food. 
Skimmed Milk Food. 


Full Cream Milk Food 
Half Cream Milk Food 
Separated Milk Food 


All sealed in convenient Sars = 
. , yen <9 
rey - : Wr Sprcomsx 82 ip 
key - opening Vacuum Cerscate 
od » 


Packed Tins. Milk 





COW & GATE (CANADA) LIMITED 


GANANOQUE, ONTARIO also GUILDFORD, ENGLAND 
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CRANE 


OUR PLANS for the new 

house—or the old one when 
renovated—are designed for gra- 
cious living. 

But are they up to the minute? 
Perhaps they could be improved by 
including some recently developed 
ideas for bathroom, kitchen and 
heating system. Send for CRANE 
literature and, while we are busy 
trying to catch up on the intensive 
present demand, make sure your 
new house will indeed be the last 
word. 

And, when you are consulting 
with architect or plumbing and 
heating contractor, keep in mind 
that where there’s CRANE there’s 
comfort. CRANE quality is the 
same for mansion and cottage. 


AND 


CRANE 
Limited 


WARDEN KING 
Limited 


Plumbing Fixtures ° 


Limited 


Valves - 


Fittings 


YNOTe 


YOUR PLANS WITH A 


BATHROOM | 





CRANE 
PRINTED HELPS 


Write for those you specifically can use: 


1 “Planning the Bathroom and 
Kitchen”. 24 pages of practical 
ideas for the home you plan to 


build. 


2 “Plumbing Fixtures and Heating 


Equipment Now Being Manufac- 
tured”. A product booklet. 


3 ‘* *No-Co-Rode’ Fibre Pipe” ». . 


for suburban and rural homes 
using septic tanks and cesspools 
for sewage disposal. 


4 “Gerity ‘Lifetime’ Chrome Bath- 


room Accessories.”” Lustrous soap 
dishes, towel bars and other items 
of modern design. 


5 “Plumbing and Heating Point- 


CANADIAN POTTERIES 


ers’. To help you keep going with 
equipment you now have. 


ITS SUBSIDIARIES 


PORT HOPE SANITARY 


Manvfacturing Co. Limited 


Heating Equipment 


Piping 





CRANE LIMITED, 1170 Beaver Hall Square, Montreal, 2, Canada 
Branches in 17 Canadian Cities 


NATION WIDE REPRESENTATION THROUGH PLUMBING AND HEATING CONTRACTORS EVERYWHERE 





monest are walls of poured concrete 
or concrete block and these must be 
10 inches thick. The footings on which 
basement walls rest are poured con- 
crete six inches thick and project four 
inches on each side of the wall. Foot- 
ings must also be provided under the 
chimney and basement partitions and 
columns. 


DRAINAGE MUST be provided where 
the nature of the ground encourages 
water to accumulate. Otherwise your 
basement will be damp and unhealthy. 
To ensure dryness place a continuous 
row of four-inch drain tile in a bed of 
cinders or crushed stones all around the 
footings. In very wet locations place 
a row or two under the basement floor. 

Basement floors should be poured 
concrete three inches thick, trowelled 
to a smooth finish and sloped to one 
or more four-inch drain outlets. Each 
outlet should be trapped and have a 
removable strainer opening sct flush 
with the floor. Where cinder fill is used 
under the basement floor it is necessary 
to protect cast iron drain pipes by sur- 
rounding them with crushed stone fill. 

If the foundation is built of concrete 
blocks, the top row must be solid block. 
It supports the first-floor joists. The 
wall must be parged on the outside 
with cement mortar, coated with 
pitch or other waterproofing membrane 
below grade, and finished with cement 
plaster above grade. Where required, 
a waterproofing compound can be added 
to poured concrete while it is being 
mixed. Proportions of 3 parts sand to 
5 parts crushed stone to 1 part cement 
by volume make a satisfactory mix. 
Even better is 2,000 pounds concrete 
delivered ready mixed to the site. 

For outside walls above the founda- 
tions, brick, stone or concrete masonry 
construction may be used. No masonry 
wall should be less than eight inches 
thickness and must be back-plastered, 
then covered with tar-paper, and finally 
“furred” with 1-inch x 2-inch wood 
strips applied vertically at 16-inch 
centres. They are secured to bonding 
strips inserted in the masonry joints. 
Face brick is not restricted as to color 
or texture but should be new, of good 
shape and condition. 

Where stone is used for facing an 
outside wall it must be placed six 
inches thick on the bed if in the rough 
or four inches if sawn. Stone, brick, 
concrete or other approved block, or 
poured concrete may be used for back- 
ing, provided the finished wall is at 
12 inches thick. Concrete block 
walls should be the same thickness as 
brick walls and solid blocks should be 
for the the 
second-floor joists. For finishing, stucco 


least 


used row directly under 
or waterproof paint is recommended. 
Veneer exterior finishes, either 6-inch 
stone or 4-inch brick on a wood frame, 
are permitted provided the structure is 
substantially built of x 4-inch 
studs at 16-inch 
braced and strengthened, and is cov- 
ered with five-eighth-inch tongue and 
groove or other approved sheathing, in 
turn faced on the outside with heavy 
tar-paper. The veneer material, whether 
stone or brick, is fastened to the sheath- 
ing by metal 
ties. A one-inch air space separates 


2-inch 


centres, properly 


means of noncorrodible 
the veneer from the frame. 


IN FRAME construction studs should 
be doubled at the sides of door and 


window openings, and small beams or 
trusses should be used at the heads. 
Bearing plates for roof rafters framing 
into walls must be properly secured. 
Sills on top of basement walls must be 
levelled, shimmed up and thoroughly 
bedded in mortar. It is good practice 
to fasten the sill to the wall with five- 
eighth-inch anchor bolts at five-foot 
centres. 

Wood 


must not be secondhand, 


used in frame construction 
Pine, cedar, 
fir, spruce and hemlock are native woods 
which come in different grades, forms 
and sizes and are suitable for specific 
building purposes. For instance, No. 4 
Common White Pine and No. 3 Com- 
mon Douglas Fir, or better, are ap- 
proved for wall framing and sheathing. 
Your choice will largely depend on what 
is available in your locality at present. 

The National Housing Act permits 
all-wood frame construction, but local 
building codes may not! If permitted, 
the framing material and sheathing are 
the same as described for veneer con- 
but the exterior finish is 
siding or shingles. By way of example, 
No. 2 or better Western Red Cedar is 
approved for siding and No. 3 grade 
of the same wood for shingles. Stucco 
galvanized metal lath, insulated 
siding, and asbestos shingles may also 
be used as finishes. 

All chimneys should have a stone or 
concrete cap and should be carried to 
a height at least 2 feet above the ridge 
of the roof. Each furnace, stove, fire- 
place or other heating unit must have 
a separate flue of adequate size. Flues 
should have glazed tile linings sur- 
rounded by not less than four-inch 
masonry. 

Fireplaces are required to 
hearths supported on some form of 
fireproof construction, such as a con- 
crete slab, having 6 inches thickness. 
Preferably the hearth should be can- 
corbelled out from the 
chimney breast and carried entirely by 
it. The hearth should project at least 
16 inches and extend 16 inches on each 
side of the fireplace opening. The fire- 
place should be lined with fire brick 
and constructed with a smoke chamber 
and damper. 


struction, 


on 


have 


tilevered or 


For rough carpentry framing, all lum- 
ber must be new 
from 
that 
and rafters be structurally sound, free 


that is, not salvaged 
It’s 


studs, 


other structures. essential 


materials used for joists 
from rot and large knots which would 
impair its strength. Floor joists, usu- 
2 8’s or 2 x 10's, 


ally 2 x 
be spaced at 16-inch centres and be 


should 


They should be 


doubled under all partitions running 


diagonally bridged. 
parallel to them. Studs in load-bearing 


partitions should be 2 x 4’s at 12-inch 
’s at 


centres; in other partitions 2 x 
16-inch centres. 
usually 2 x 6’s or 2 x 8’s 


Double 


must be 


Rafters are 
at 16-inch 
and 


centres. rafters 


trimmers used around 
dormers and other large roof openings. 

Windows, both the double-hung and 
should be weather- 


casement types, 


stripped. For sash and interior doors 
13% 
exterior doors 134 inch is required. Sub- 
flooring may be %-inch thick boarding, 
applied butt 
A layer of building paper separates it 


inch is minimum thickness; for 


diagonally with joints. 


from the finish flooring 


nl 


usually 3-inch 


tongue and groove hardwood.  Lino- 


leum is best laid on top of plywood 


subflooring, with a layer of building 
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Province of Quebec from English 
Canada, talk to a few taxi drivers and 
waiters, who, like taxi drivers and 
waiters all over the world, have a far 
“accent” than the 
more educated classes, and having failed 


more pronounced 


completely to understand them, partly 
because of that “accent” but mostly 
because these tourists have forgotten 
nine tenths of the little French they 
learned in high school, they wander 
out again, go home, and tell their 
friends that French Canadians speak “a 
kind of patois.” 
were not simply one more example of 
English - Canadian 
superiority. 


It would be funny, if it 


smugness and 


THE JEWISH problem and the Negro 
problem are relatively minor compared 
with the French-Canadian problem, or, as 
the French call it (one of their charac- 
teristics as a people being a sense of 
humor), “The English-Canadian or On- 
tario Problem,” because every single 
Canadian, and almost every kind of 
prejudice, is involved in it and because it 
is so complex. With the Jews and Ne- 
groes, however, we are up against pure 
prejudice in its simplest, most naked, 
and ugliest form. It is the prejudice of 
the racial and religious generalization 
by which a man is judged according to 
his label and not according to his merits 
and abilities. 

What is happening’ to the Jews of 
Canada is already well known to every 
thinking Canadian, and beyond a few 
facts and figures which are worth re-em- 
phasizing, the position of the Jewish 
people in this country can be stated most 
clearly and understandably by an anal- 


ysis of race prejudice as such. 

There are 170,000 Jews in Canada 
who represent just under 14% of the 
total population, of whom about 130,000 
live in the two provinces of Ontario and 
Quebec and about 19,000 in Manitoba. 


. ; 
For Embroidery Needles 
This vanity or buffet set is stamped 

for working on heavy cream linen; 

may be done in rose, green, gold or all 
ecru. 

In a graceful floral cutwork design, 
it shows off effectively against dark, 
polished wood. No, 126C. 

Chair set to protect your fine up- 
holstery and at the same time add a 


decorative touch. The material ts 


heavy cream Irish linen, stamped for 
working: the embroidery is in quickly 
done chain stitch, buttonhole edged, 


No. 125C. 





To order: No. 126C, three pieces, 85 cents; cottons for working, 40 
available in ecru, rose, green or gold; please state preference. 


cents 





The other six provinces have only 20,000 
Jews between them, and the concentra- 
tion is naturally at its heaviest in To- 
ronto and Montreal. Roughly 49,000 
Jews live in Toronto and 51,000 in 
Montreal. Since there are only 12,000 
west of Manitoba and since the attitude 
of British Columbia, Alberta and Sas- 
katchewan was as inhumane as that of 
the rest of the country toward the admit- 
tance of refugees before the war and be- 
fore It was too late to save them from 
Hitler’s gas ovens, I think we can dis- 
miss any “western” efforts to get out 
from under. On the anti-Semitic issue, 
like most other issues, we are all equally 
responsible. Ontario with its antidis- 
crimination law and the recent ruling 
against “restricted” property has taken 
a huge step forward, but the Lauren- 
tians in Quebec are still plastered with 
“Selected Clientele” and ‘Gentiles 
Only” signs, and there are almost no 
resorts not closed to Montreal’s 51,000 
Jews. 

As for our Negroes, while there are 
only 22,000 of them in the whole country, 
their position is so utterly hopeless and 
they are so completely ignored that they 
are far and away the worst victims of 
Canadian race prejudice in spite of the 
fact that there are relatively so few of 
them. Look around you, how many 
Negroes do you see in decent jobs? Ap- 
parently in Canada there are no jobs for 
colored people outside of railw ay trains 
and stations, a few factories, and a few 
restaurants where they are allowed to 
wash dishes. Our colored people have 
been here a long time, for we were the 
end of the Underground for escaping 
slaves from the United States, but in 
three, four, five generations, Canada has 
permitted them to make no progress at 
all. No, we don’t lynch our Negroes 
and we don’t put them in Jim Crow 
cars because as a people we are law- 

# Continued on page 62 








No. 127C, runner to match, 15 x 36 inches, 85 cents; cottons, 20 cents. 


ivO 
No. 125C, full-size chair set, 


cents; cottons for working in any 


two colors desired, 30 cents. 
Address Marie Le Cerf, c/o Chatelaine, 481 University Ave., Toronto. 
On out-of-town cheques add 15 cents for bank exchange. 












copper-silicon 


Copper Tubes for 


Main Office and Plant: 
New Toronto, Ont. 


IT HAPPENS 
WITHIN 


Within two seconds after hitting 
the water, champion swimmers 
kick at the amazing rate of 
1290 times per minute... 


Within two seconds after you 
take it, genuine Aspirin 
actually starts to go to work, 
to bring you 


NOW-—A TANK OF EVERDUR’ 
ENDS RUST—SAVES MONEY! 


Are you building? Or modernizing? In either case 
don’t overlook the comfort and convenience of a 
dependable, rust-free hot water supply. A storage 
tank of Everdur*, Anaconda’s non-rust, high-strength, 
alloy will quickly save its higher 
first cost by far outlasting the ordinary rustable tank. 
Ask your plumber, too, about economical Anaconda 
low-cost, rustless 


Anaconila Copper & Pract 


é/ If you plan to build, buy or modernize your home, 
FRE ® send for our 40-page book “Your Enduring Home”. 


ANACONDA AMERICAN BRASS LIMITED 
Made-in-Canada Products) 
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plumbing. 
*Trade Mark Reg’d. 


Montreal Office: 
939 Dominion Sq. Bldg. 






‘~ a Make this glass-of-water test yourselfl 


FAST HEADACHE RELIEF! 


Swimming is lots of fun—but not when 
you have a headache. So always keep 
ASPIRIN handy. For AsPIRIN means really 
quick relief from headaches. It actually 
starts to go to work almost the instant 
you take it. To prove this, drop an 


Always ask for genuine 


ASPIRIN 


ASPIRIN tablet in a glass of water and 
time its action. Within two seconds, 
you'll see it start to disintegrate. It does 
the same in your stomach. Because of 
this, relief comes with real speed. Get 
ASPIRIN today. 


Lowest Prices Lver /, 


Pocket box of 12 


Economy bottle of 24... 29° fe “. 


Family size of 100..... 79° 
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Jobs for 


x * 


Veterans 


We have welcomed back to the Maclean-Hunter 
organization the following staff members who 
served with Canada’s Armed Forces: 


R. G. Anglin 
Bernie J. Armes 
W. J, Armstrong 
W. Gill Bailey 

G. H. Bartley 
Herbert D. Bardsley 
L. R. Begley 
Clinton A. Bell 
Earl G. Bennett 
George A. Benson 
E. S. Booth 
Clifford Bond 
Walter Boothman 
L. H. Bounsall 
William D. Boyle 
E, A. Bradwin 
Clifford Bush 
James S. Cairns 

K. B. Cameron 
Robert P. Canning 
Albert E. Chalklin 
Charles H. Chalklin 
Cyril C. Chapman 
S. A. Cote 

Albert J. Cull 

T. Harold Davies 
Ralph Davis 

Bruce A. Dean 
George Fairweather 
Thomas J. Fountain 
Stanley Foxton 


Frank J. A. Gallant 
Robert Gamouf 
A. B. Gardner 
Gordon Garland 
Henry Garland 

R. K. Garrett 

G. W. Gilmour 

J. V. Glionna 

J. E. Gordon 
John Gouinlock 

N. M. Graham 
William Gray 

T. M. Hartney 
Archibald E. Heagle 
Norman Hollyoake 
R. T. Holroyd 

D. F. Hunter 

R. V. T. Hunter 

M. R. Hutchinson 
C. W. Ingram 
George A. Ives 
Roy W. Jenkins 
Ronald Kay 
George Keel 

R. A. Keith 

L. H. Kenney 
Llewellyn Kirwin 
John H. Knipe 

C. J. Laurin 

Ralph J. Licastre 
William A. MacKenzie 


ee 


Edwin J. Maddock 
A. H. Malpass 
Alexander D. McLeod 
Thomas H. McNiffe 
Alexander Mollison 
George W. Niblett 
Robert J. Pierce 
J. Ken, Ramsay 
D. A. Reynolds 
W. G. Richardson 
R. W. Robertson 
E. P. Robinson 

A. L. Rodger 

Don J Ross 

W. Ross 

Thomas Sapsford 
Arthur Savage 
Ronald Schoester 
R. F. Scott 

F. M. Shore 

H. F. Spearing 
David W. Stavert 
William J. Talbot 
Norman Tozer 

A. L. Wainwright 
John J. Walker 
Wilfred Wellman 
K. L. Whelan 
Robert W. White 
J. R. Wilson 


We have also added, as their colleagues, the 
following newcomers who have joined our staff 
after war service: 


Frank E. Aldred 
C. F. Allan 
Ralph Allen 

John Anderson 

R. E. Beamish 

C. W. Beach 
Arthur Bachellier 
Alfred Bendle 
Pierre Bertrand 
Percy A. Burgwin 
Thomas C. Brown 
John C. Campbell 
Hi. F. Charles 

H. L. Clarkson 
William Christie 
Ralph Church 

R. M. Dillon 

H. P. Duke 

P. E. Falkner 

D. M. Findlay 

A. S. Furnival 

W. H. R. Gamble 
R. W. Glendenning 
Gerald Griffin 


Thomas L. Hill 
Joseph Hnilicky 
Nathaniel Holmes 
Edward Hurst 

E. R. James 

J. H. Kendel 
Douglas Kilpatrick 
Gordon Laing 
James E. Larkin 
A. A. Larkin 

Neil MacDonald 
James MacKinlay 
T. H. Marlow 

H. W. Masson 
R. R. Mawhinney 
A. W. Mayse 
J.B. McCuaig 

A. N. Mercer 
James M. Miller 
F. J. Moorehouse 
M. D. Murdoch 
L. M. Norris 

M. J. O'Leary 
R. H. Olivella 


* * * 


Arthur Osborn 
Russell Osborn 
Rowland Pepper 
R. A. Picard 

E. B. Rhodes 

John R. Robinson 
Sydney Rowney 
John Rutledge 

S. A. Saunders 

R. A. Scully 
James W. Smith 
R. K. Stewart 
John A. Sutherland 
B. M. Tate 

Walter Towan 

E. A. Webb 
Norman J. Whipfler 
Ernest J. Wilcox 
Raymond H. Williams 
Fred J. Wise 

B. W. Young 

Scott Young 
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We areaSelf-satisfied Nation 


Continued from page 11 


and heaven knows that is also true of 
French-Canadian politics. The political, 
sociological and economic outlook of 
the University of Montreal is in no way 
characteristic of the University of Laval, 
which seems to have an entirely differ- 
ent orientation. And again, within the 
University of Montreal there are cer- 
tain departments which are very ad- 
vanced and I can think of at least one 
branch of science in which Montreal is 
more open-minded and more progressive 
than any other university in Canada. 
Finally, if on the one hand you have 
Chanoine Groulx, whose point of view 
is wholly Nationalist, on the other you 
have Abbé Maheu, whose point of view 
is just the opposite, and the same 
church produced both of them. 

Quebec moves slowly and in its own 
good time, sometimes hampered by or- 
ganizations and reactionary groups 
made up of individuals whose motives 
are more subjective and more mixed 
than they themselves ever suspect, in all 
probability, but if ever there was truth in 
a platitude, it is true that what is called 
“the French-Canadian way of life” has 
meaning, and, in its most valuable as- 
pects, a certain dignity and beauty 
which is lacking in many parts of Eng- 
lish Canada. If that way of life, or put- 
ting it more explicitly, if Quebec’s politi- 
cal and religious outlook actually affects 
the advancement of the rest of the coun- 
try, that outlook can be more easily in- 
fluenced by English Canadians through 
a change in their own viewpoint than by 
going on, as we have done up to now, 
and expecting Quebec to change first. 
However difficult Quebec may be to deal 
with on Federal issues, the two recent 
Dominion-provincial conferences have 
shown that there are other provinces 
who are far from Federal-minded too, 
and if French Canada’s attitude toward 
English Canada is egocentric, obstinate 
and unduly suspicious, English Canada’s 
attitude toward French Canada is, in 
many ways, simply insulting. The in- 
sults range all the way from the ex- 
tremist’s accusations of backwardness, 
ignorance, superstition and cowardice to 
that good old cliche that “they don’t 
even speak decent French,” or, alter- 
nately, that what they do speak is “a 
kind of patois.” 

This remark is extremely significant 
for what it reveals of English-Canadian 
prejudice. And as for the quite justified 
resentment it causes in French Canada 
—well, how would you feel if you were 
in the minority here and were perpetu- 
ally being told by the French-Canadian 
majority that you couldn’t even speak 
“decent” English? It’s a fair question, 
since by “decent” French is presumably 
meant Parisian French, and the equiva- 
lent of Parisian French is presumably 
London English—it certainly isn’t To- 
ronto English or Winnipeg English any- 
how. The number of English Canadians 
who speak “‘decent”’ (or London) Eng- 
lish, then, must be exceedingly small. 
So is the number of French Canadians 
who speak Parisian French, for just 
about the same reasons. In actual fact, in 
Canada the variation between stand- 
ard “French” French, and standard 
“‘English” English is about the same. If 
there is any basis for this unpleasant 
little fiction, it is probably the experience 
of stray tourists who wander into the 
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KEEP WARM THIS WINTER 


LOWER YOUR FUEL BILL 
HAVE STEADY TEMPERATURES 


and forget your furnace for 
23 hours and 50 minutes 
every day. 







Install a 
Livingston Stoker 


Healthy heat and solid comfort with the 
Stoker that pays for itself. 


tvingston 
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LIVINGSTON STOKER SALES CO. LTD. 
HAMILTON TORONTO MONTREAL 
and all principal cities. 














Real toilet bowl cleanliness is easy 
when Sani-Flush does the work. A 
clean toilet bowl has no odor. Sani- 
Flush cleans away discolorations and 
germ-laden, invisible film. Its chem- 
ical, disinfecting action saves messy 
scrubbing—ensures a clean, fresh 
toilet bowl. Millions like Sani-Flush 
because it’s quick, easy, sanitary. 


Sani-Flush is safe in septic tanks 
—effective in hard and soft water. 
Sold everywhere—two handy sizes. 
Made in Canada. Distributed by 


Harold F. Ritchie & 
Co., Ltd., Toronto, 
Ont. 
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Down on the Farm 


Continued from page 13 


Fun comes in the family-sized pack- 


age, with everyone included. So does 
work, and worship, and any problem 
that comes up. And your nearest 


neighbor may be a mile or two away, 
but he’s closer, in rural Canada, than 
your next-door resident of Toronto or 


Montreal. 


SO WE had quite a troupe. The girls 


| 


naturally to the piano, 


around = our 


gravitated 
youngest Councillor, 
Gladys Ruddell (Betty’ S$ cousin), w ho, 
like so many of the others, studics 
music. They sang sweetly and softly, 
with the tonal completeness of experi- 
enced chorus work. 

We were all set to talk about farm 
life in Canada 
it stacks up against the city for teen- 
agers.» But before we even got into it, 
the girls had one very definite idea 
they wanted to promote to the junior 
standees of bus and_ streetcar, and 


pro and con—and how 


the pavement-pounders of urban east 
and west. 

“Look!” 
been reading a lot about teen-agers 
About this business of 
juvenile delinquency, for instance, and 


one of them said, “we've 


in town. 


the way parents and people are so con- 
cerned thinking how to keep boys and 
Her face was serious. 
“Creepin’ thunder! On the farm you 
learn to do for yourself, To take your 
share of the chores and the work, and 
jump in and make your part of the fun, 
too. I mean, maybe in the city if 
you’re supposed to do something, like 
sweep under the bed, you can skip it 
and you won’t get found out for a 
while. But you can’t leave a cow unmilked 
or a chicken unfed, ever!” 

Then she added, as an afterthought. 

“Anyway, you’re mighty tired when 
you work from six-thirty in the morn- 
ing to eight or nine at night and have 
as much fun as we do, too. Too tired 
to be one of those delinquents.” 

The rest nodded emphatically, and 
another spoke up. 

““And here’s another brief message 
from Country Cousins Limited,” she 
said, smiling impishly. “‘City kids are 
supposed to be more knowing and up 
on things than we are; at least, some 
of the ones we meet think they are. 
But when you get right down to it, we 
visit the city quite a lot. We listen 
radio programs, and see 


girls entertained.” 


to the same 
the same movies and read the books 
and magazines. But how many of them 
really know anything about farm life 
and what people do there, and how 
dependent the cities are on us for the 
very food they eat every day and the 
milk they drink? How do they know 
what we feel about things, and what 
we know?” 4 Continued on page 73 











Ever have pies boil 
over in the oven? Iim- 
possible with this new 
Pie Boy on guard! As your 
pie bakes, the steam escapes 
harmlessly through his cap 
while juices are sealed in. A 
perfect gift item! Boy is 
four inches high, made of 
pottery with a_ beautiful 
glazed finish $1.00 each, 
post-paid. 





McMaster Pottery DUNDAS,ONT. 
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This, the modern antiseptic, used 


in maternity hospitals in 







Canada and in every 
great hospital in England, 
is nOw yours to use 
at home! 


Dettol, swift and 


germs of 

septic infection, 

is non-poisonous, 
gentle, painless 

On an open wound, 
safe in the hand Waa a 
of a child. 
Learn from the -.,. Learn from 
the doctors. Have Dettol’s powerful protection 


at hand whenever, wherever infection threatens. 
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2 SURE WAYS 


TO RID YOUR HOME OF 
FLIES, MOTHS, MOSQUITOES 






SCREENS... 


| kill'em for months / t= 
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SURFACE TYPE DDT 


Full 5% strength does not harm 
fabrics or wallpaper. 





SPRAVEO (WV 
THE AIR... 


insects die quick 
as a wink when 
| touch'em. 
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SHELLTOX 


Absolutely safe around food. Stainless! 





NOW YOU CAN HAVE 
DOUBLE PROTECTION! 


One of the best ways to rid your home 
of flies and other insects is to use 
SHELLTOX SURFACE TYPE DDT on 
walls, porches and screens. It’s sure 
death to insects—once they touch it, 
they haven’t a chance! 


ONE APPLICATION LASTS FOR 
MONTHS. BE SURE TO READ AND 
FOLLOW THE DIRECTIONS CAREFULLY. 


To dispose of insects in the air, to 
kill bedbugs and roaches, and to 
safeguard your clothes against moth 
damage, use SHELLTOX. Because of its 
great strength you use less—a little 
goes a long, long way. It’s stainless 
too, and is absolutely safe around food. 
SHELLTOX SURFACE TYPE DDT AND 
SHELLTOX are products of the great 
Shell Research Laboratories. Both are 
safe for fabrics ... will not harm wall- 
paper, paint, draperies or furniture. 
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Talkies 


industry 


lS 


This month the _ film 
an important anniversary. 


celebrates 
How good are 
you at remembering movies away back when? 


. What was the title of the first feature-length talking picture? 


. What great romantic team was broken up when the sound 


track was added to motion pictures? 


. What famous stage couple made one successful movie and 


then returned to the theatre for keeps? 


. Which three of the following came to Hollywood via the stage? 


Myrna Loy; Ginger Rogers; Claudette Colbert; Bette Davis; 
Katharine Hepburn; Loretta Young. 


. What was Marlene Dietrich’s first American movie—and who 


was her co-star? 


Which two stars won the first Oscars for talking pictures? 


. Can you name the first talking picture based on a best-selling 


novel of World War I? 


. Which two actresses were once the Marquise de la Falaise? 


. Who was the screen’s Great Lover whose voice was stilled 


just before talkies became popular? 


. Name two actresses who scored their biggest movie successes 


after their 70th birthdays. 


. How old, in years before the public, is Donald Duck? 


. Which stars were labelled as follows: America’s Sweetheart? 


the It Girl? the Oomph Girl? 

What great romantic star of the silent screen found his 
career ended when his voice was first projected into a theatre? 
What world-famous farce team its making a movie comeback 
this year, after five years of retirement? 





It's not so long since two of the screen’s glamour 
gals looked like this. Can you identify them? 


. Four years after talking pictures were introduced the voice of 


the Great Garbo was heard for the first time—can you recall 
the picture? 


. What Montreal girl became a memorable Juliet in the films? 


. The three great Barrymores made one picture together—can 


you name it? 


. What was the first feature-length technicolor cartoon? 


. Two actresses and one actor have twice won Academy awards, 


can you name them and their prize-winning roles? 


. How many movies have been made so far in the ‘Thin Man” 


series? 


(Answers on page 72) 





“AFTER 
25 YEARS 
MY 
CANADIAN 
BEAUTY 
IS STILL 
GOING 
STRONG” 


The purchase of Canadian 
Beauty Electrical Appliances is 
an investment in long life and 
unfailing service. Into their 
manufacture goes the same skill 
and care that have produced 
such large volumes of intricate 
technical equipment for the 
Allied Nations. Many Canadian 
Beauty owners testify to the 
fact that irons, toasters, heaters 
and rangettes, purchased fifteen, 
twenty and twenty-five years 
ago, are “still on the job.” 









ELECTRICAL 
APPLIANCES 


RENFREW ELECTRIC AND REFRIGERATOR 
COMPANY LIMITED—RENFREW, CANADA 


DINNERWARE 


a 


Modelled from the traditional 


silver services of England's 
great ducal families, several 


Spode Dinnerware patterns 
follow originals by famed sil- 
versmiths of old. See your 
Spode dealer for the booklet: 
“How to Take Care of Spode.” 


Wholesale Distributors 


Copeland & Duncan Ltd. 
222 Bay Street, Toronto 











There'll be keen appetites for a picnic 
supper on the river bank after a few rounds 
of serub baseball and a thorough exploration 
jaunt through the woods. Your carefully filled 
hamper and basket will soon be empty of 
everything but the plastic cups, the vacuum 
bottle and the last of the olives. 
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Hiking is thirsty work, so be sure to have lots 
of drinkables: ice water or lemonade if you 
‘an manage it, coffee for Mom and Dad, and 
milk for everyone. For food: devilled eggs, 
green salad in a waxed paperboard container, 
small unpeeled tomatoes, sandwiches, your 
favorite relishes and fruits of the season. 
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Wearea Self-sat istied Nat i0nl who are like ourselves. The Protestant 
mother would not dream of saying 

Continued from page 59 “those Protestants down the street’; if 

bie ; gah aide she didn’t know their name, then she 
abiding and fairly self-disciplined ROG - would sas simply “those people.” 
fairly kind, but TT ee ee So the Protestant child is off toa good 


attitude toward colored people, as in start, having had it impressed upon him 


our attitude toward so many other by his parents that it is more significant 
problems, our virtues are all negative. 
A Canadia Negro, looking for « 1 

dian cS , ok ng lor A individual. Later on, he goes to school, 


I 
chance to make use of his education 
picks 


to be a Jew or a Catholic than to be an 


up some more folklore about 


an al tia ‘ +t Oo t . t 99 : ' ” 
and abilities, has to go to the United) « Jews” and “Catholics” and by the time 


States; not because Americans, even 


he is grown up, he has an image labelled 


North t TI ‘ } 10 ‘6 9° : ' 1 
Northern Americans, are much mor Jew” in his mind and another labelled 


Ti (ait g all —- “oe - 
tolerant il hough 2 ho ots Ne Catholic” and one or the other serves 
rroes to we able ¢ ; at 1 
groe oO iit on tabie and run elevators to classify in advance every Jew or 


in deps ‘nt st Si iflice building ° I 
in department stores and oflice buildings Catholic he is ever likely to meet. Be 


when, with very WwW ep w . 
> 1 , ; ley a . ae ; cause the image also acts as a more or 
dont) but because In man rthern 1 : 
U.S is he N 1 .— ; less effective psychological blockage, he 
. o. cities the Negro populati Is large 1 iT ’ I 
oe oe oe eens , literally can’t see the man for the label, 
| enough to support a Negro doctor, law- Sol ' id e | . bl 
' “al k and the only kind of evidence he ts able 

rer, nurse, teacher or sock wi er. e..t0 . : 
y ~ A jn ; to assimilate is, so to speak, furthe r evi- 


What becomes of the Canadian Negroes ; 
: Ke dence tor the prosecution. 
who graduate from our universities tf os . . 
tk , ¥ a For the characteristics which we arbi- 
1ey are not prepared to emigrate to a 
pre} trarily attach to any group other than 
country with an eve n worse record than 1 . 
c ’ our own are usually inaccurate and al- 
ours, | don’t know. | suppose they wash 1 1 . 
list 7 most always unflattering. Few of us 
dishes. : . 
I hc i N ever stop to realize that in a world in 
“rench Canadians, Jews, egroes . t 
. : which there is no such thing as two 
and finally people in the no-man’s land nay < 
: Sigs identical blades of grass, we are hardly 
between prejudice and_ indifference ,., | . 
ae likely to encounter two identical human 
where our tirst- and second-generation 
é' ; beings, and the differences between one 
Europeans and all our Asiatics are left : bol; 
‘ hift for tl The t Jew and another or one Catholic and 
Oo snl or lemselves, 1€ nitec : 
. \ another are just as great as the differ- 
States has a far better record than ours [ D ‘ 
; nie? ; ences between one Protestant and an- 
in the assimilation of its non-Negro min- . . 
' ; other. This sort of reasoning ts, however, 
ority groups, partly because, unlike . :: 
; quite fatal to racial and religious preju- 





Canada, the Americans have not delib- 7 ; 
; dice. If you don’t generalize, you're 
erately chosen just to ignore the prob- ; 

lost, because although you can dislike a 


@ Mrs. Jones certainly got an 
earful. For that one-and- 
only new flavor everybody 
was talking about in the 
Nineties was the malty-rich, 
sweet-as-a-nut Grape-Nuts 


flavor. 


lem; partly because the far greater 








. . . collective object labe led Che Je ws, 
density of the American population has 
os ; you cannot conceivably like or dislike 
made assimilation easier, but mostly, | 


think, because the more important and 
the stronger the concept of “‘American”’ 


the ten million or so individual Jewish 
men and women scattered over the 
earth’s surface. It would take too much 
effort even to dislike the few hundreds 
or thousands of individual Jews in your 


nationality, the less any former nation- 
ality seems to count. This is perhaps the 
chief argument in favor of any sensible . ‘ 
ae own community, because you'd have to 
change in Government policy which : ee co 

: get to know them individually first. So 
better not think of them as tndividuals 
and stick to your prejudices, but don't 
attempt to justify yourself by saying 
that, after all, there is such a thing as 
national behavior and national psy- 
chology. You are not dealing with na- 
tions; you are dealing with individual 


would tend to strengthen the idea of a 
purely Canadian nationality. After all, 
20% of our population, or one out of 
every five Canadians, ts neither British 






nor French in racial origin, and while 
both British and French get a certain 
amount of satisfaction out of looking 


‘. An 
a = d today, a are stil] 


ms oe about 
alty-rich, r, 
ent taste—but eid 
It in two grand 
cereals— 
oney-golden PO srg 
K 


down on one another and regarding 
men and women. 






themselves as The Only Perfect Cana- 






dians, that leaves our non-British and 





I THINK that with the average well- 






non-French citizens completely out of 











CRAPE-NUTS FLé ES Pie \ | the running And it completes the ee prejudice Is nothing 
CrapeNe chewy Post’s \ sicthine ot % ilk de sdioal against more than a thoroughly bad habit which 
™ J j itself through pre tudice of one kind most of us acquire uncons¢ iously, irst 

oo > and another from our parents and then from SOC lety 

_— ; as a whole, and which, incidentally, ts 


ANY ATTEMPT, no matter how brief just as common among Catholics and 


Jews as it is among Protestants. Later 





+ + 


I 
and superficial, to try to analyze the 


' 1 . ‘ ~f : ‘ ar \ 1c 
causes of prejudice must include the un- On, however, other factors appear which 


pleasant fact that most of us are taught tend to keep our prejudices alive and @) 


by our parents to be prejudiced just as growing —one ol them is the psycholo- 
surely as we are taught to useaknifeand gical tactor which impels the individual 


@ Wheat and malted bar- 
ley are a double reason 
why Post’s Grape-Nuts Flakes 
are so good—providing carbo- 
hydrates for energy; proteins 
for muscle; phosphorus for 
teeth and bones; iron for the 
blood; other food essentials, 


~ 













fork. The Protestant mother, for ex- in this age of assembly lines and atom 






1 ' ” | | . : > | 
| ample, who refers to “those Jews” or bombs to cling to anything which bol- 


“those Catholics” down the street in sters his self-esteem and his self-confi- 


| 
the hearing of her small child has firmly dence; another is the economic factor 
| 






planted in his or her mind the idea not which drives him to seek a scapegoat for 


only of “difference” but the beginnings his own insecurity, and still another is 





of the much more subtle concept of su- his religious beliefs. 
periority, of the racial or religious gen- From the standpoint of race prejudice 
= | eralization which implies that to be a here is little hope at present so far as 
Jew or a Catholic is not to be an indi- the psychological factor is concerned, 
ws vidual, first and foremost, but to be first because the problem of modern man in 
mee and foremost a kind ol group portrait. his relationship toa steadily more mech- 
Geet heteinnd It is one of the more curious aspects of anized and frustrating environment is 
| human thinking that we accept as indi- one of the most fundamental and appar- 
Ta &: U S es | viduals, without attributing to them ently insoluble problems of this century. 
Brond A Product of General Foods “racial” or “‘religious” characteristics On the religious and economic lfev- 





and thereby forming preconceived els, however, the outlook is more 


: ‘ 
opinions about them, only those people encouraging. # Continued on page 72 
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and nothing could be more pleasant 
than dining on the terrace or the porch 
or under your pet maple tree. 

Set up a card table in the spot you’ve 
chosen, cover it with gay checkered oil- 
cloth and lay it with the least number of 
dishes and cutlery possible. Use paper 
napkins in place of linen ones. Your 
folding bridge or canvas garden chairs 
are a boon—they can be toted anywhere. 
Some you'll find, like 


“out of their lap,’ 


people, eating 
’ others may want to 
take out their own tray and rest it on the 
wide arm of a garden chair. 

If your family circle grows larger with 
the late summer days or if unexpected 
habit of staying on for 


you'll bless the genius who first 


guests have a 
meals, 
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thought up a buffet table contrived with 
a few a couple of 
carpenter's 
Food? Set out an assortment of salads 
and the makings for hearty sandwiches; 
a pitcher of iced tea or cocoa; a tray of 
carbonated beverages and a large bowl of 
fruit; and let people help themselves. 
Whether you choose to sit in a seclu- 
ded nook on the porch or move out to the 
garden, the food should be simple and 


wide boards over 


‘< ” 
hor ses. 


easily prepared—large bowls of salad, 
help-yourself sandwich plates or 
You can keep dishwashing 


to a minimum by using ovenware and 


cas- 


serole dish« S. 


salad bowls for serving as well as mixing 
or cooking. Even the frying pan can 
pinch-hit for a platter at the cottage! 


LENO ER 





Ham Bran Loaf—Combine 1 pound 
of ground smoked ham, 1 egg slightly 
beaten, 4 teaspoonful of cloves, 1 table- 
spoonful of brown sugar, 34 cupful of 
milk and % cupful of ready-cooked bran; 
mix well. Pack into a greased loaf pan 
and bake in a moderate oven (350 
deg. F.) for about one hour. 

Serve garnished with tomato wedges 
and sprigs of water cress. Four to six 
servings. 

An ideal dish to team with scalloped 
potatoes and a green salad on those 
coolish days that come in midsummer. 

If the weather’s warm, have potato 
salad and follow up with rounded scoops 
of ice cream drowned in cocoa syrup 
sauce, 


Barbecued Lamb Patties — Season 
114 pounds of ground, raw lamb with 
salt and pepper. Combine with three 
slices of diced crisp-cooked bacon (if 
available) and shape into six patties. 
Brown on both sides in hot dripping, 
cover and cook slowly until the meat is 
done. Pour barbecue sauce over all, heat 
thoroughly and serve. 

Barbecue Sauce — Mix together 2 
sliced onions, 2 tablespoonfuls each of 
and Worcestershire sauce, 34 
meteney, 1 teaspoonful of 
chili powder, 3 4 cupful of water and a 
little salt; simmer for 45 minutes. 

Serve with boiled new potatoes and 
Finish off with dough- 


vinegar 
cupful of 


corn on the cob. 
nuts, fruit, and mugs of hot coffee. 


Wiener Potato Salad—Combine 3 
cooked 


sliced hard-cooked eggs, 
c 


potatoes, 2 
14 cupful of 
diced cucumber, 4% cupful of diced 
celery, 2 tablespoonfuls of minced onion, 


cupfuls of diced, 


1 teaspoonful of salt, a few grains of 
pepper, 2 tablespoonfuls of sugar, 2 
6 cupful 

Place 


serving, ar- 


tablespoonfuls of vinegar and } 
of mayonnaise or boiled dressing. 
in a bowl and, just before 
range cooked sliced wieners over the top 
of the salad. Eight servings. 

On hot summer evenings when it’s no 
for cooking, serve this meal-in-a- 
basket of crescent rolls, a 
plums, 


time 
bowl with a 
plate of chilled fruit— 
and tall 


peaches, 


pears and grapes glasses of 


iced tea or c¢ iffee. 


HERE'S PIQUANCY 
IN SAUCES! 
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DISTINCTION 


IN MARMALADE 


@ The jar with the Red Label 
means C & B Pure Seville 
Orange marmalade ... and 
that means that someone in the 
house has a discriminating 
taste! But the housewife who 
chooses C & B finds that every- 
one in the house likes it. Its 
delightful bitter-sweet tang 
has made it the choice of 
housewives throughout the 
English-speaking world for 
three centuries. They’ve 
found it’s better to buy bitter! 
Your taste will tell you, too. 


C & B THICK SAUCE 


~ For Steaks, cho th 
S meat dishes, Ca BTHICK K C & B THIN SAUCE 


. Sauce is the ideal aa. 
Its piquaacy is inimitable, 


For fish, meats, soups, 
for giving tang to a 
tomato cocktail, C & B 
THIN (W orcester- 
shire) Sauce is “just the 






















C &B MINT SAUCE 
Lamb calls for mint, 
andC & B Mint Sauce is 
the handiest, most sat- 
isfactory way to apply 
this essential to 





Crosse & Blackwell's 


FINE FOODS 


SINCE 1706 
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Yes, it actually costs you so little! Each package of 
Londonderry gives 16 generous servings of delicious ice 
cream ... all your favorite flavours. 

EASY to make! You just mix Londonderry, sugar and 
table cream ... chill, whip, then freeze the mixture. No 
cooking ... and no ice crystals. 

Kiddies love Londonderry, and it’s so good for them. 
Serve it often. If you do not have a refrigerator, make it 
in your own home freezer. 


4 always make ice cream 


with LONDONDERRY! 


(t's sure to please! 








) Directions, and 20 recipes, in every package. 
(Sherbets and other top-notch ice cream treats.) 


Ree Se 


MAKING ICE CREAM AT HOME 


AWARDED THE GOOD HOUSEKEEPING SEAL OF APPROVAL 
ASK FOR LONDONDERRY AT YOUR GROCER'S. 





FOR 





@ Porch Suppers 


by M. LOIS CLIPSHAM 


HOUGH A nation of picnickers, we 
seem unreasonably shy about eating 
our meals outdoors, within range of 
the neighbors’ eyes. Yet it seems 
such a waste of opportunity for enjoying 
the garden we have labored so hard to 
produce—not to mention the sharing of 
ideas about food and the trading of 
recipes for new and favorite dishes 
with those same neighbors who might be 


PET AES, ee fen ROS ex 


Baked Beans—Individual crocks of 
Boston baked beans with a master crock 
for refills. Serve with steamed brown 
bread and a tray of assorted relishes. 

Steamed Bran Brown Bread — Com- 
bine 1 cupful of ready-cooked bran, 
1 cupful of sour milk or buttermilk, 
14 cupful of raisins, 1 tablespoonful of 
molasses, 14 cupful of sugar and mix well. 
Sift 1 cupful of flour, 1 teaspvonful of 
soda and 14 teaspoonful of salt together 
and stir into the first mixture until the 
flour disappears. Put into greased pans 
or cans (baking powder tins, with a tight 
lid, are good). Fill about 24 full; cover 
tightly and steam for three hous Makes 
two 1-pound cans. 


Cheese Potatoes—Cut four medium 
boiled potatoes into half-inch slices 
and place close together in a well-greased 
shallow baking dish. Brush with melted 
butter or mild dripping. Crush 2g cupful 
of cornflakes into fine crumbs and com- 
bine with % cupful of grated cheese, a 
little salt and paprika. Sprinkle over 
potatoes. Bake in a hot oven (425 
deg. F.) till heated through and nicely 
browned. Four servings. 

The same oven will accommodate 
whole tomatoes hollowed out and stuffed 
with freshly cooked corn kernels. Bake 
for 15 to 20 minutes. 

Serve with a platter of assorted cold 
meats, heated brown rolls and a big 
pitcher of a frosty fruit punch, 


Sandwich Medley of summer supper 
open-facers. Spread slices of brown, 
white or rye bread with an assortment of 
savory fillings for hearty appetites. 

Try roast pork slices, the pork treated 
before cooking with a little sage or 
savory. Or a few caraway seeds. 

Mash liver sausage and combine with 
mayonnaise. Spread on rye bread and 
dot with sliced pickles. 

Fill small split rolls with & baked bean 
and mayonnaise mixture, add finely 
chopped onion and top with crisp bacon. 

Mix 1 cupful of chopped cooked 
tongue, 
pickle, 144 teaspoonful of 


14 cupful of chopped sweet 
prepared 
mustard and a little mayonnaise—to 
spread on brown bread slices. 


invited to join us. What better chance 
will you have to discover that the secret 
of the Jones children’s fondness for 
spinach is the dash of chopped onion 
that Mrs. Jones never omits? 

Summer, with its slow sultry days 
and long quiet evenings, was meant to 


be savored to the full. Every moment 


that can be snatched from job or house- 
hold tasks should be spent out of doors, 
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blueberries Now! 


by M. Lois Clipsham 


OPI 


HEY’RE WITH US in abundance 

now—boxes and baskets of them, 

in the shops, and well out in front 

at the roadside stands along our 
north country highways. Who wouldn’t 
slow down for ripe blueberries with the 
bloom on? 

Good alone, embellished only by their 
own sweetness, they may also appear 
immersed in a dish of country cream, or 
scattered over a bowl of cereal, a fruit 
salad or a mound of frozen custard. 
They’re equally happy folded into a 
muffin batter or rolled up in biscuit 
dough, or tucked under a sheet of flaky 
pastry. For good eating you just can’t 
afford to ignore the blueberry season! 

One-crust Blueberry Pie 

(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 

2 Cupfuls of blueberries 

2 Eggs, separated 
2¢ Cupful of sugar 

2 Tablespoonfuls of flour 

1g Teaspoonful of salt 

2 Teaspoonfuls of lemon juice 
2 Tablespoonfuls of sugar 

Baked pastry shell 

Pick over and wash the berries, add a 
very small amount of water and heat 
gently. Beat egg yolks and combine with 
sugar, flour and salt and stir into the hot 
berries. Cook together, stirring con- 
stantly until the mixture is_ thick; 
remove from the heat and add the lemon 
juice. Turn this mixture into a baked 
pastry shell and top with a meringue 
made with the egg whites and the 
2 tablespoonfuls of sugar. Brown lightly 
in a slow oven (275 deg. F.) Six servings. 

Blueberry Crisp 
4 Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
3 Tablespoonfuls of butter or 
shortening 
tg Cupful of flour 
1g Cupful of brown sugar 
1 Cupful of quick-cooking rolled 
oats 
4 Cupfuls of blueberries 
14 Cupful of sugar 
1 Tablespoonful of lemon juice 
or vinegar 

Combine the shortening, flour, brown 
sugar and rolled oats and spread half the 
mixture in a greased baking dish. Cover 





4 


with washed blueberries, 14 cupful of 
sugar and the Iemon juice or vinegar, 
then sprinkle the remaining crumb mix- 
ture over the top. Bake in a moderate 
oven (375 deg. F.) for about one-half 
hour or until the berries are soft and 
the top golden brown. Serve hot. Six 
servings. 


Blueberry Muffins 


(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
2 Cupfuls of flour 
314 Teaspoonfuls of baking powder 
14 Teaspoonful of salt 
2 to 3 Tablespoonfuls of sugar 
1 Egg 
1 Cupful of milk 
2 Tablespoonfuls of melted short- 
ening 
1 Cupful of blueberries 
Sift and measure the flour, then sift 
again with the other dry ingredients. 
Beat the egg and add to the milk. Make 
a depression in the flour and pour in the 
milk-egg mixture, then the melted 
shortening and blueberries. Stir just 
enough to blend the ingredients, then 
turn into well-greased muffin tins. If 
desired, sprinkle with a mixture of 
1 teaspoonful of cinnamon and \% table- 
spoonful of sugar. Bake in a moderate 
oven (375 deg. F.) for 25 minutes. Makes 
12 muflins. 
Blueberry Dumplings 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe 
2 Cupfuls of blueberries 
Cupful of sugar 
Cupful of water 
Cupfuls of pastry flour 
Tablespoonful of sugar 
14 Teaspoonful of salt 
4 Teaspoonfuls of baking powder 
3 Tablespoonfuls of shortening 
About 24 Cupful of milk 


Wash the blueberries and combine 
with the'sugar and water; boil together 
for 3 minutes. Sift and measure the 
flour and sift again with the sugar, salt 


L 
7 


~ 
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and baking powder, cut in the shorten- 
ing and add milk to make a soft dough. 
Drop by spoonfuls into the boiling blue- 
berries, cover tightly and cook for 10 
minutes. Serve hot with the blueberries 
poured over the dumplings. » 
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EAT WAVES are shimmering over the stubble... 

crickets are chirping all round the place... the 

goldenrod is golden on the hillsides cheek by jowl 

with Queen Anne’s Lace and blue chicory ... the 

corn is green in upstanding rows... ripe wheat is 
clustered in orderly stooks ... threshing machines are 
winnowing chaff from grain, and barns are beginning 
to bulge as springtime planting comes to maturity 
and fruit. For now comes August—and August after 
all is thé reason for May. 


The very worst time to plan the family dinner is 
right after a good lunch. Better do it when you're a 
mite hungry. 


A lot of good cooking requires the hen’s co-opera- 
tion. You can’t make an omelet without breaking an 
egg; neither can you bake a custard, a soufflé, a sponge 
cake or certain other delectables. 


Kitchens all over the land are giving out with 
delicious aroma. It’s that special fragrance compounded 
of sugar and spice and all things nice—the things that 
pickles are made of. 


Everyone is entitled to a few pet hates, and these 
are mine: though I’m all for a little discreet decoration 
I can’t abide an overgarnished dish—dressed up like 
Mrs. Astor’s horse; I just don’t care for any over- 
cooked vegetables, thank you—I’m too fond of my 
vitamins; deliver me from a fruit pie that has lost all 
its natural juiciness (why, oh why, are some cooks so 
lavish of cornstarch?). And when I say I like short- 
cake I mean a real one made with hot flaky biscuits, 
split and buttered and smothered with fruit. Not two 
pieces of cold cake with a bit of fruit between and atop 
’em. That, in my opinion, is plain corruption. It may 
taste all right, but for pity sake don’t call it a shortcake. 


Mary, Mary, quite contrary, how did your herb 
garden grow? 


Great thing to be a good plain cook but, remember, 
a little glamour never hurt any dish. Or any woman, 


If you haven’t been serving salads, now’s the time 
for turning over a new leaf. 


Whether you call them tomahtoes or tomaytoes, 
the same make mighty good eating. You can’t beat 
them sliced raw—but you can always try. And often 
the result is pretty super. 


Next time you scallop something—fish, eggs, 
cabbage or whatever—try overlapping tomato slices 
arranged as a border round the top. Sprinkle with salt 
and add little dabs of butter? Spread the centre with 
crumbs and pop back in the oven long enough to 
bronze them. And to bake the tomatoes. 


Good cooks know their onions. And anyone who 
eats what a good cook cooks relishes the onion flavor 
in a hundred and one different dishes. 


Weep no more, my lady. Peel onions under water 
(not you—the onions) and you'll shed no tears on the 


job. 


The great American public could do with a few 
lessons on making tea. For 10 days now I’ve been 
touring down Boston way and have discovered that 
you either drink coffee or else! Or else you have placed 
before you a cup of moderately hot water with a tea 
bag on the saucer beside it. You’re supposed to make 
your own tea by dunking the bag in the water—and a 
sorry brew you'll have. The better tourist places pride 
themselves on service and will drop the bag—paper 
label and all—into the cup for you. No wonder they’re 
a nation of coffee drinkers! First thing I did when I 
got home was put on the kettle and scald the teapot. 


I didn’t taste beans in Boston or a boiled New 
England dinner in all New England. But I did have 
salt codfish cakes, a crumb-capped mixture of scallops 
and mushrooms in ramekins, a very special clam 
chowder, and broiled Swampscott Lobster (that’s 


lobster that spent its days in Swampscott—up the 
coast a ways. Not all this at one meal, you understand. 


Maybe you should build a fireplace in the back 
~or maybe you shouldn’t. But folks who prefer 
their picnics sans ragweed or poison ivy will go for the 
idea. 


garden 


It’s astonishing how many men develop an Oscar- 
of-the-W aldorf complex when it comes to back-yard 
cooking. And that, dear lady, is a complex you'll do 


well to foster. 


Speaking of soups (we weren’t—but Iet’s) I’d 
like to remind you that here is the perfect hot spot in 
an otherwise cold meal. And even in the dog days it’s 
good business to get a little varicty of temperature into 
your victuals, 


your ice cream or your dish of peaches all the nicer for 
the bit of cookie that comes with it? 


Mix-magic: Raspberry and red currant juice— 
for drinks and jelly; rhubarb and pineapple—for 
jam; mint and chocolate happily married in many 
desserts (try mint ice cream with a chocolate sauce. Or 
vice versa); cantaloupe and blueberries or honeydew 
and black grapes—for a fruit cup; bananas and peanut 
butter for a rolled sandwich; roast duck and broiled 
orange slices; spiced crabs with ham, mustard pickles 


with beef, and green tomato pickle with anything. 


Young couples about to listen to their own wed- 
ding bells will probably be grateful for any gift you 
send them. But they'll go further and call down 
blessings upon you if it’s something that adds to the 
joy of life and ease of keeping house. Practical folk, 





The barley has a beard, the wheat's yellow, and the whole landscape of 
field, orchard and garden wears that August look of contented fulfillment. 


Here’s a soup that’s equally delicious piping or 
icy: Cook 2% cupfuls of diced potatoes with 4 cut-up 
leeks or 3 medium onions. Drain and press through a 
fine sieve into a double boiler. Add a can of chicken 
with rice soup, a tablespoonful of butter, a cup of 
cream, and two of milk. Season with salt and pepper, 
blend and reheat. Serve very hot or very cold, gar- 
nished with paprika and a good sprinkling of minced 
chives. I didn’t say it was cheap, but I do say it’s good. 
The French call it Créme Vichyssoise. So, for that 
matter, do we. 


Canton flannel makes a good jelly bag, and 
patience makes a clear juice. 


The best incentive to free speech I know of ts 
damp wood and no kindling at the picnic site. Unless 
it’s the stuffed tomato that dribbles its filling down a 
man’s shirtfront. 


Talk as we like, it takes more than vitamins to 
make this a happy world, Isn’t your baked apple or 


these brides and ‘bridegrooms nowadays. They 
have to be. 


A feast is worth 
But don’t think 
that the filet mignon will taste any better, eaten to an 
obligato of life’s little irritations. | know, I know 

perhaps the children acted like little fiends all day, 


As the Gaelic proverb has it, “ 
nothing without its conversation.” 


maybe the laundry did lose one of your best pillow- 
cases... the neighbor’s dog ran through the petunia 
bed... the grocery clerk “answered back” ... you 
simply can’t find a spoohof thread to match your coral 
chambray . and the price of berries is something 
awful. But keep it till tomorrow; then if you’re still 
upset you can work off your mad by changing the 


furniture around again. 


Male-order dishes: beef and kidney stew, steak 
and onions, hamburgers with bacon girdles, scalloped 
potatoes, soup of a stick-to-the-ribs nature, fresh 
gingerbread, apple pie with a wedge of cheese, 
chocolate cake, oatmeal date-filled doubled ckers. Lots 
of others. [ do so know; I’m a great one for observing 
the gentlemen. 








) 


Beck Led 


Teen-Ager in Ireland 


Dear Editor of Chatelaine: I expect 
you are at least a little surprised to 
receive this letter; but I thought you 
might like to hear a note of appreciation 
of your excellent magazine from a shore 
more distant than usual Of course I 
know you must have many friends in 
Britain, but I’m afraid I wasn’t one of 
them until I found some old numbers in 
a friend’s news-rack. She couldn’t move 
me for hours! Especially I appreciated 
the Teen-Age Council articles; we have 
nothing similg ar in Britain. You see, I am 
“teen-age’’—17—myself, and am _ just 
completing my Inter B.A. course at 
Queen’s. Am I wrong, or are Canadian 
girls younger than English girls? 

I wonder if, perhaps through the 
Council, you could find a girl of my owr 
age, or older, who would like to write to 
me. I have several friends in America, 
but I would love to know someone in the 
Dominion to exchange ideas and get to 
know each other’s country. Perhaps a 
few details would help: I am English and 
come from Devon; I love literature (I’m 
taking a Lit. B.A.) and music, riding and 
just gloating over our countryside and 
old buildings! Of course, apart from being 
fun, we could get to know thé conditions 
and ideas of our two countries I do 

want to know about Canada; would any- 
body like to know about England? 

If you would do this for me, I would 
be so grateful. And if, perhaps, you would 
like me to write to you and tell you about 

‘teen-age” Engl and now, I would love to. 

Again thank you for Chatelaine. We're 
so very beauty-starved over here, that 
it’s lovely to see a big glossy magazine 
full of good things and tantalizing adv erts 
of articles we haven’t seen for years! 

Rosalind Walters, co Women Students’ 
Hall, The Queen's University, Belfast, 
Northern Ireland 


Calling all Chatelaine Teen-Age 
Councillors! Here’s a charming offer 
of transatlantic friendship. Any takers? 


Housing and Babies 


Dear Sir: After reading the article, “A 
Note to Brides’’ (May Chatelaine), I 
cannot refrain from writing, as I think the 
author has overlooked the one big reason 
why our brides are not having more babies. 
It is not that they do not want babies, but 
how can they go on having children when 
it is so impossible to find a home when 
they have but one child? In the case of 
my family, my daughter and daughter-in- 
law each want another child desperately, 
they each have one and they do not want 
to wait till too many years elapse between 
this one and the next But these two 
children have never known what it is to 
live just with their parents. Their daddies 
were in the war four years, have been 
civilians since August, 1945, they have 
done everything humanly possible to find 
a place to live, but with a child you have 
not achance. The men have good positions, 
could pay at least $45 a month for a 
house or apartment, they have spent a 
great many dollars in advertising, have 
asked and told everyone they know how 
desperate they are. 

rhe girls have lived with me ever since 
their husbands went into the service, 
and they are real little mothers, but they 
are having an awful let-down feeling as 
months go by and still they cannot 
unpack all their beautiful wader gifts 
and enjoy a home just with their husband 
and baby These girls are nearing 30 
how much longer must they wait? Our 
home now has eight of us in it, when 
really it was just meant for my husband 
and myself. We do not know where we 
could put another baby; there is abund- 
ance of room in our hearts for them, for 
they have brought us such real joy, but 
when we see our boys and girls losing 
heart after waiting through all the war 
with one thought in mind, “ta home,” it 
is discouraging. They cannot buy a home, 
for their work is such that they may 
move every three years. 

Our government does not seem to realize 
the importance of a home. The machinery 
wassoon put inaction toget everything that 
was necessary to kill with, but, as our 
boys say, is it more important to make 
material for war than it is for peace? 

rhis letter is written by a mother who 
has watched two wonderful girls grow 
into perfect little mothers, two girls that 
are longing for another baby, and I know 
so many more young mothers that want 
more babies, but where can they live? 
Some of us are beyond the age where our 
health can stand the confusion of so many 
in the home, but I thank God that I was 
able to keep these girls encouraged all 
through the war, but now I do not know 
what to say to them. We cannot go back, 


A correspondence depart- 
ment for readers who feel 
impelled to take pen in hand 


their young years are slipping by, and oh, 
what a tragic thing in a democratic 
country that our young women cannot 
have babies because they have no place 
to live. I would say our government 
should bow its head in shame. There is 
nothing in this whole world as important 
as a happy home. — Mrs. J. A. K, 
Windsor, Ont. » 


“Fat, Overstuffed People” 


Dear Madam: In your column “After 
math,” in June Chatelaine, your first 
paragraph quotes from Lady Reading, 
suggesting that families in Canada should 
adopt families in England, etc., etc. Your 
second paragraph tells us of the Lyons 
silk manufacturers “‘dreaming of govern- 
ment receptions and ambassadorial parties, 
etc.” 

In other magazines we are shown 
ae and given details of banquets to 
hundreds and often thousands of already 
overfed people Would it not be more 
consistent to cut out this junketing and 
get down to feeding the people who really 
need it? We are being constantly exhorted 
over the radio and in the newspapers to 
“save food, eat less of this and that, and 
to eat more of that and this,” and I 
believe the average Canadian woman is 
more than willing to comply with all of 
these instructions. But why not get down 
to basic facts and save the food on these 
receptions, where foods which are now 
luxuries are served to fat, overstuffed 
people. Look at their pictures! 

There are 11 million Canadians, and 40 
million people in the British Isles; someone 
is going to miss out on a “monthly box 
of food.’”” Cannot something realistic and 
efficient be done? 

Now, with regard to the article on 
German women on Page 16 (same issue). 
This is a matter which concerns us 
Canadian women very, very deeply, and 
this article is very serious. But, on the 
other hand, can it be possible that the 
ideals with which the Canadian boys have 
been brought up are set aside so easily? 
Are they not as strong as the Nazi ideals, 
and, if not, why did we fight for them, 
and take upon ourselves the responsi- 
bilities of impressing them on the German 
people? 

I do not mean this letter to be taken 
as a ‘‘grumble”’ or unnecessary criticism. 
I wish it to be taken in the spirit that if 
anyone writes on these matters, the 
readers should express themselves, with 
the hope of either explanations being 
given, or some remedy put into force. 

Mrs. W. L. Llewellyn, Victoria, B.C. 


@ Letters expressing readers’ points of 
view are always welcomed, and never 
construed as a “grumble.” 

While it is certainly true that some- 
one in Britain would “miss out” on a 
monthly gift box of food as suggested, 
Chatelaine felt it was an idea which 
would appeal to many individuals who 
might want to take specific action 
beyond the curtailing of their own 
consumption of foodstuffs. But volun- 
tary cutting down of domestic use of 
bread, flour, meats, cheese, eggs, Is 
still considered by our government 
authorities to be the most “realistic 
and efficient” method of meeting the 
emergency abroad. 

Many organizations have now banned 
the serving of refreshments at meetings 
and others will no doubt follow suit. 

And here’s a thought for us all: If 
each Canadian family gave up _ its 
Sunday cake, the national saving of 
flour every week would be 1,000,000 
pounds—enough to make some 900,000 
full-size loaves of bread in Britain or 
on the continent. 


The Japanese-Canadians 


Dear Sir: We do like your magazine, 
but feel very badly over ‘Our Japanese 


Canadians” (June issue). Has Dorothy 
Sangster lived in British Columbia? I 
have for nearly 55 years The little 


children in the mission schools are ‘ador- 
able, but the race never has been and 
never can be as the white race in Canada; 
and to say of them as “languishing” in 
internment camps is not the truth. They 

were well fed, and the children taught eat 
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by Flavour, Colour 


and Jexture/ 





Select flavourful foods at the 
outset—and half baby’s feeding 
problems are solved! Babies really 
enjoy savoury Heinz Strained Foods 
—scientifically cooked and vacuum- 
packed within hours after the care- 
fully selected choice fruits and 
vegetables have been harvested. 


Toddlers instinctively like colourful foods! Heinz Baby 
Foods abound in the natural, appetizing colours of fine, fresh 
fruits, vegetables and meats—cooked to special recipes, chop- 
ped to an ideal particle size and mildly seasoned. 


There are now 22 nourishing varieties to choose from— 
soups, meats, vegetables and desserts. 
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“WHAT GOES ON? ASKS HUBBY, 
AS WIFE WALTZES IMAGINARY 
CARPET SWEEPER AROUND. 


a " 
“a NEW, IMPROVED BISSELL* 
1S COMING! "SHE SAYS, NEEDS 
NO PRESSURE ON THE HANDLE-- 


"AND CLEANS UNDER LOW FURNITURE 
EASIER ‘CAUSE THE RIGHT 
PRESSURES AUTOMATIC! 


a 
ILL USE My PRESENT BISSELU’ 
TIL NEW ONES ARE ANNOUNCED- 
BUT | CAN DREAM, CANT 1 ?"** 


BISSELL 


*REGISTERED TRADE-MARK 


SWEEPERS 


Sweep QUICKLY - 
Empty EASILY 


© If you need a sweeper now—you 
may be able to get a Bissell from 
our dealer—production is still 
imited. If you can wait—you'll 


be glad you did. 


Bissell Carpet Sweeper Co. of Canada Limited 
Grand Rapids 2, Michigan 


(Factory af Niagra Falls, Canada) 





Tomatoes: 6 Ways 


by JACQUELINE ROY 


UMMER MENUS just don’t seem 

complete without tomatoes 

whether you serve them fried for 

breakfast, sliced on a salad plate at 
lunch time, or baked as a complement to 
the main course for dinner. Gaily color- 
ful as summer itself, tomatoes give a 
lift to any meal, and bring a generous 
share of vitamins with them, too! 


Clear Tomato Soup 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


Chop 9 or 10 ripe tomatoes and cook 
gently in a covered saucepan for 20 
minutes with % bay leaf, 14 cupful of 
chopped onion, 4 whole cloves and a 
little water. Press through a sieve. Melt 
1 tablespoonful of mild dripping and 
blend with 1 tablespoonful of flour. 
Gradually add the sieved tomatoes and 
cook for a few minutes over low heat, 
stirring constantly. Add 1 teaspoonful of 
salt, a few grains of pepper and, if 
desired, 1 teaspoonful of sugar. Sprinkle 
with chopped parsley and serve with 
toasted bread cubes. Six servings. 


Tomato Salad, Sandwich Style 


(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


Wash large ripe tomatoes, chill and 
cut in halves crosswise. Spread the lower 
half of each tomato generously with 
filling, replace the top half and serve on 
crisp lettuce, with mayonnaise or 
boiled dressing. For the filling use 
chicken salad, cabbage slaw, potato 
salad, sliced cucumber, cottage cheese 
and chives, or chopped egg and mayon- 
naise. 


Scalloped Tomatoes 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


Crumble a thin layer of shredded 
wheat cereal in a greased baking dish 
and cover with a thick layer of peeled 
tomato slices. Add a little grated onion, 
chopped parsley and seasonings. Repeat 
the layers of crumbled cereal, tomatoes 





and seasonings until the dish is filled. 
Cover with cereal crumbs, dot with 
butter and bake in a moderate oven 
(350 deg. F.) for about 30 minutes. 


Devilled Tomatoes 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


Cut large, firm unpeeled tomatoes in 
thick slices. Spread the slices gener- 
ously with prepared mustard, then 
sprinkle with a mixture of chopped olives, 
green pepper and celery. Season with 
salt, pepper and paprika. Dot with 
butter or mild dripping and bake in a hot 
oven (425 deg. F.) for 15 minutes or 
until tender. 


Raw Tomato Relish 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


2 Quarts of peeled, chopped, ripe 
tomatoes (12 to 14 medium 
tomatoes) 

1 Cupful of chopped celery 

34 Cupful of chopped onion 
14 Cupful of chopped green pepper 

2 Teaspoonfuls of salt 

3 Tablespoonfuls of sugar 

1 Tablespoonful of mustard seed 

14 Teaspoonful of nutmeg 
14 Teaspoonful of cinnamon 
4 Teaspoonful of cloves 

1 Cupful of mild vinegar 


Combine all of the ingredients and 
stir until well blended. Pour into clean 
jars and cover tightly. Makes about 
3 pints. This relish will keep from 2 to 3 
weeks if stored in the refrigerator. 


Fried Breakfast Tomatoes 


(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


Wash large tomatoes and slice 4 inch 
thick. Season with salt and pepper, dip 
in beaten egg, then in cracker or dry 
bread crumbs and fry in mild dripping 
until golden brown on both sides. Serve 
with fried eggs and garnish with chop- 
ped parsley.# 









MRS. ANNE 
GRANGER 
EDMONTON 


Says 


“This is a good, standard dressing that’s 
simply full of flavor!” says Mrs. Gran- 
ger. “It improves salads, gives them 
tang and nut-like taste! I know that’s 
because of the mustard in it—the real, 
pure mustard that’s so nippy!” 


BOILED DRESSING 
2 eggs, beaten 
% c. vinegar 
% c. whole milk 


%y ec. sugar 

1 tsp. salt 

1 tsp. flour 

1 tsp. pure mustard 
Combine the dry ingredients. Stir in the 
beaten eggs and the vinegar, then the milk 
slowly. Cook in double boiler until thick- 
ened, stirring constantly; cool. 


Write Reckitt & Colman (Canada) Limited, 
Station T, Montreal, for NEW beautifully 
illustrated recipe book. S4A 
It’s free! ~% 





A 


Don’t be a Rubbit! Don’t slave over 
greasy, crusty pans with a lazy dish- 
rag! Be Brillo wise! Swirl a spunky, 
square metal-fiber Brillo pad around 
your scorchy pan. Zing! It’s clean 
..- gleaming! Because Brillo soap has 
a special shine ingredient that makes 
pans sparkle! Get Brillo—today. 


RED box— 
soap pads 


GREEN box — 
soap & pads 


Shines aluminum fast! 
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OR QUITE some time physicians 
have recognized a disease known as 
erythroblastosis in newborn infants. 
The symptoms of this trouble vary 

from patient to patient. In some cases 
the baby dies at birth; in others a 
marked jaundice appears soon after 
birth; in still others there is a severe 
degree of anaemia. It is not uncommon 
for these babies to die, and some of the 
jaundiced ones that do survive may be 
crippled physically or mentally as a 
result. All these various manifestations 
are due to a serious disturbance in the 
child’s blood. As this disease is not 
infrequently in the news, it is worth 
while for wives and mothers to learn the 
facts as so far known. 

Some years ago a substance was dis- 
covered in human blood which was 
named the Rh factor. About 85% of 
white people have this substance in 
their blood and they are called Rh 
positives. The other 15% do not have it 
and they are known as Rh negatives. 
Both kinds are perfectly normal and 
you inherit these characteristics. Under 
ordinary conditions it doesn’t make any 
difference which kind you are, but there 
are some circumstances under which it 
may lead to trouble. 

One of these is during pregnancy. If 
an Rh positive man marries an Rh 
negative woman their babies will likely 
be Rh positive, because the Rh positive 
factor is dominant or stronger, so far as 
inheritance goes, than the Rh negative 
factor. Therefore during such a preg- 
nancy you have an Rh positive baby 
developing within the body of an Rh 
negative mother. In about one out of 
every 50 times that this occurs, trouble 
results. What happens is that some of 
the baby’s Rh positive material gets into 
the mother’s blood, where it stimulates 
her to produce antibodies against it. 

It is not entirely abnormal for the 
mother to build up these substances 
because we know that everyone can build 
up substances, or “antibodies” as they 
are called, against something that is not 
a part of their make-up. An example of 
this is vaccination against typhoid 
fever. In this case, dead typhoid fever 
germs are injected into the person’s 
body so that he will build up anti- 
bodies which will act against or “anti” 
these germs. These antibodies will then 
save him from developing typhoid 
fever by attacking or acting against 
any living typhoid germs that may later 
get into his system. 

To return to the Rh problem. The 


"Yl 


FACTOR 


antibodies produced in the mother’s 
blood are anti Rh positive antibodies, 
and if you were to take a little of this 
mother’s blood and mix it with some Rh 
positive blood cells you would find that 
her antibodies would attack and break 
up the cells. During such a mother’s 
pregnancy trouble often arises, because 
some of her anti Rh antibodies get into 
the baby’s body where they attack his 
red blood cells. These antibodies may 
destroy so much of his blood that he may 
die before or at birth and a miscarriage 
or stillbirth is the result. If the baby is 
not so seriously injured he may be born 
with severe jaundice or marked anaemia 
due to the destruction of his blood. 
Either of these troubles may be fatal. If 
these parents have another baby he will 
likely suffer from this disease too. Not 
infrequently an Rh positive father and 
an Rh negative mother have two normal 
children. The third and the subsequent 
children, however, are liable to develop 
erythroblastosis. Scientists are not sure 
why it appears more frequently in the 
later-born children. 

Physicians are on the lookout for 
such cases now. As these babies are 
severely anaemic they need blood trans- 
fusions, but care must be taken to give 
them the right kind of blood. At the 
present time the leading authorities do 
not recommend that all expectant 
mothers be tested to see if they are Rh 
negative. They tell us that the sub- 
stances used in the test are scarce and 
that not enough trained people are 
available to carry out this rather delicate 
procedure. Besides, this trouble occurs 
in less than one out of 300 pregnancies. 
Instead they advise that such tests, 
at least at present, be reserved for cases 
where the trouble is anticipated from the 
previous history of the patient, or for 
the locating of Rh negative blood donors. 

Actually the problem is a great deal 
more complex than is evident from this 
simplified outline. Many trained 
investigators are actively engaged in 
studying these problems, and there is 
no doubt that the results of their labors 
will be of benefit to many more babies. 


Your Question Box 


Question—We live in the country 
quite a distance from a doctor. My little 
girl 11% months old seems to be con- 
stipated. Although she has one or two 
bowel movements a day they are hard 
and seem to hurt her, and she has a very 
difficult time. Occasionally I see a very 
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FOR ROUGH, CHappep HANDS 


FOR over three generations ‘Vaseline’ 
Petroleum Jelly has been a dependable household 
remedy, used in the home in hundreds of ways. 
Always have a jar in your medicine chest. Its 
soothing action relieves soreness from cuts and 
burns, dry and irritated throats, rough or 
chapped skin, and many other minor ailments. 

















Make sure you get the highest quality petro- 
leum jelly, scientifically prepared and chemically 
pure; make sure it bears the well-known trade- 
mark, VASELINE. ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly 
costs only 10¢, 15¢ and 25¢ in jars and 15¢, 20¢ 
and 25¢ in tubes. 

‘VASELINE’ brand Medicated Products should’ be in- 
cluded in your First Aid Kit for home and for travelling. 


Use ‘Vaseline’ Borated Petroleum Jelly for inflamed eyelids 
or nasal irritations. 2 


Cons'd., Montreal 





Chesebrough Manufacturing Co., 
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safe, while we on the coast had blackouts 
nightly, and actually shells fell on this 


& 
coast. 
Has Dorothy Sangster seen the Japanese 
being sent from Comox and Courtenay— 
how they sold for a big price, and kept 


their money, their fine cars and kitchen 
ranges and furniture, etc? They said, 


over and over again, ‘by and by we come 
back, then you work for us.” 
Has Dorothy Sangster lived in the 
& interior before they were ‘herded’ and 


(seen) how lordly they were, pushing the 
white people off the sidewalks, etc.’ 

And, lastly, has Dorothy Sangster seen 
as we have, the poor starved boys from the 
awful camps in the hands of the Japanese 

how they killed, tortured, starved our 
boys? 

_If you want the Japanese, please keep 
them all in the East. We have, or had, 
according to Maclean’s Magazine, 90% 
of the Orientals in Canada living in British 
Columbia. We have plenty of problems 
other than the Japanese.—Mrs. Alice 
Blythe, Victoria, B.C. 





a 

Sir> Re “Our Japanese-Canadians,” 
I have just finished reading the mis- 
information you are disseminating in the 
current issue of Chatelaine. There is a 
shorter, more forcible but less polite word 
to describe it. I could successfully contra 
dict each statement but will not take up 
space to do so—one must suffice. ‘* Before 
Dec., '41, Japanese interests held less 
than 14% of the total fishing licenses 
issued in British Columbia.” Perfectly 
true, but the percentage of Japanese 

=. fishermen who had neglected the duty of 

—— ie : —— — obtaining licenses was very high or 

. » These people have been here for nearly 

When baby’s doctor prescribes a formula using canned evap- 50 years; for at least 45 years the people 

. a % of this province have been trying, until 

orated milk, you can be sure he knows that the nutritional now unsuccessfully, to get rid of them 

. ° Other Asiatic races are neither disliked, 

values of canned foods for baby feeding have been proven in distrusted nor Cocrieaneeee sone he 

wisess T 99% of the people o ritish Columbia, 

laboratory and clinic. Yes, AND eee all ordinary “everyday Canadians, never 

want to see another Japanese in our prov- 

ince again. A small, noisy, well-organized 

minority, some of them having traded 

“sanity for sentiment,”’ and others work 

ing for a monetary reward, are making 

nuisances of themselves trying to bring 
these Japanese back to the coast. 

Any Canadian who wishes to live with 
and bring up his children among Japanese, 
by all means let him do so—east of the 
Rocky Mountains. Five years hence they 
will be agreeing wholeheartedly with 
British Columbia—Ada Hughes, New 
Westminster, B.C. 
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No Petted Creatures 


Dear Mary-Etta Macpherson: Do you 
really believe that woman has a race- 
memory of being a petted creature? (See 
**A Woman and a Hat,” April issue.) Do 
you believe that women work harder 
today than they did in the old and far-off 
times? Put on your specs, Mary-Etta, 
and take a look back. Regard the squaw, 
look at the “native’’ women of any land. 
Or you don’t need to go that far. In our 
grandsires’ days families of 18 children 


When you feed baby canned strained foods you can be sure were common but seldom by one. wife. 
Though scientists have long agreed that 

they are selected foods—prepared under controlled processes women have more endurance than men, 
ee e ° « . they played out, died and were buried 
retaining vital vitamins, minerals and wholesome natural They had to be replaced by those with 


" areere . st like 
flavour. LATER ors fresh courage and strength—just like 


horses. And no wonder. They spun, they 
wove, they knitted, made and mended, 
they cleaned and cooked and milked and 

oh heck! why go on? The girls were 
working as soon as they could reach the 
dishes on the table. The ladies of leisure 
never were a drop in the bucket of our 
race. Could those few have planted a 
race-memory in us? 

Those hats grieve me. They recall the 
time when women were so starved for 
beauty that a hat which looked like a 
child’s bouquet was lovely to them I 
enjoy your magazine and am entranced 
with the new houses, but as for those 
hats, take ‘em away!—Alberta C. Gaul, 
King’s County, N.S. 


$ 
& Aw now, we can have our dreams, 
can’t we—even while we’re reaching 


XL 
=> 


for those dishes on the table? 






j Lia Nash: Two Opinions 


“ 4 Dear Madam: Please accept my thanks 


‘The Long Hour”’ in the June issue 
: . ; ; ; . t is head and shoulders above the usual 
When your child graduates to canned junior foods and finally sil oi ae is Mak comics eine ol 
> . . «4 . ‘ . ave writing about people one would really like 
to canned adult foods, you can be sure they are always ees Ok eee a ee ee 


healthful foods, always convenient, always economical. 

- . Dear Madam: Having enjoyed your 

magazine for years, and considering it 

Canada’s leading woman’s magazine, I 

was sorry to see in the June issue the 
following on Pages 20 and 22 

~ two dry Martinis, a bottle of wine 


For i 9 
good cating with dinner, brandy with the coffee .. . 
a Yorkshireman’s canny instinct for the 
ECONOMY exact edge between moderation and excess 
| It) . . Discussion would start with his wide 


intellect, alcohol stimulated, etc 


” This is not the attitude of Canadian 
COWWEAYULNLS women. We all know that intellects are 
| mot alcohol stimulated, and Canadian 

women do not care for a man coming 


home with breath tainted with alcohol 
Neither do we care for our young girls 
reading trash like that 

A ME R i CA N CA N C Oo M PA NY As a Canadian woman, proud of our 
clean Canadian heritage, and as a leader 


of girls and in close touch with them for 


MONTREAL HAMILTON TORONTO VANCOUVER many years, I protest. I hope you do not 
publish any more stories by Lia Nash, 
‘NO OTHER CONTAINER PROTECTS LIKE THE CAN? nor any stories with similar views ex- 


ae Mrs. C. C. Walls, Bass River, 
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“Donna's a 
mean child! 


“you'’pD think 

Donna hated 
the whole world! 
She treats her 
younger brother so 
badly ... even, at 
ae times, pulls my 
JANET POWER hair, and rips up 
Practical psychologist and my magazines. I 


mother of three of the kind of Know that punish- 
children you'd like to know 





ment won't help, 
and when I talk to her sternly, she just 
becomes worse. I’ve even known her to 
break things of her own, in order to irritate 
me or her father. I don’t know what to 
do with such a mean child .. .”’ 


I think, mother, you haven't a mean child 
there . . . I think you have a TROUBLED 
CHILD! Depend upon it, little children 
have such a capacity for generosity and 
love, that when they’re mean and cranky 
SOMETHING ELSE IS AT FAULT. Your job is 
to find it and correct it. 

I hope you don’t mind if I say that in 
many such cases, the trouble starts with 
OTHER MEMBERS OF THE FAMILY. For in- 
stance, if there are constant bickerings, 
they are reflected in the child's behaviour! 
Encourage your child to talk to you about 
her dislikes. If she seems to have a grudge 
against her brother, for example, see to 
it that they PLAY SEPARATELY more often. 
And it would be a good idea for you and 
Dad to MONOPOLIZE the aggrieved child 
occasionally .. . perhaps you are not giving 
her enough of your undivided attention. 


Be sure you remove any suggestion ot 
FAVOURITISM toward her brother . . . you'll 
find that, when she knows she’s respected 
and loved as mich as any other member of the 
family, she will respond in a like manner! 


Breakfast a Trial? 


Do you find it hard to make your child 
take his proper nourishment in the morn- 
ing? If he fusses and squirms at the 
breakfast-table, perhaps it’s because the 
food just doesn’t interest him! Here's the 
way many mothers give their children a 
zest for eating breakfast: They serve the 
cereal that’s both ENTERTAINING and 
GOOD TO EAT . . . Kellogg's Rice Krispies. 
The Snap-Crackle-Pop is music to a child's 
ear... and Rice Krispies are so good 
children ask for more! Buy some tomorrow. 
“Rice Krispies’’ is a registered trade mark 
of the Kellogg Company of Canada Limited, 
for its delicious brand of oven-popped 
rice, Get some soon! 


rv 
ow. 


THE MOTHERS’ FORUM 


Kellogg's want to share with others the solu- 
tions you mothers have found for your own 
children's problems. Have you an interesting 
story? If so—write to Mother's Forum, Box 
CH-18, London, Ontario. Kellogg's will pay 
$5.00 for each letter used in this column. 


“My daughter was badly scared,” 
writes Mrs. J. Nichol 


“My 7-year-old daughter was. taken to 
see her first movie, in which there was 
a scafy scene we hadn't known about. 
The next week she refused to sleep in 
the dark although she had always done 
so. I put her bed just inside the open 
door with the light shining in. Each night 
I closed the door farther, until she finally 
slept in the dark as she used to and 


didn’t mind it.” 
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Never neglect a 
knee scratch 


Any scratch can become infected. 
Never take a chance! 


Cleanse the scratch properly. 
Then put on a Banp-A1p*—the 
Johnson & Johnson adhesive 
bandage that stays put... even 
on hard-to-bandage places. 


It comes to you individually 
wrapped; keeps out dirt, helps 
prevent infection. Keep one box 


at home — one where you work. 
*BAND-AID is the registered trademark of 


the adhesive bandage made exclusively 
by Johnson & Johnson 


The quick, easy way to 
bandage a knee scratch 
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ADHESIVE BANDAGES 
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Down on the Farm 


Continued from page 61 


A third pretty young Councillor 
shook her page boy bob, and pointed 
toward the wide windows of the living 
room, the blossom-laden trees and the 
greenness beyond, sloping away to the 
western sunset. “And why we love 
it so bard,” she added. 


IT’S TRUE, pals. 
something—a good-sized piece of some- 
thing—about farm life in this Dominion, 
you're only half alive and half a 
Canadian. 

I thought of what a school inspector, 
whose activities have taken him through 
city and country for many years, said 
about it the other day. 

“It isn’t just that rural high-school 
students make as good, or better, 
grades than those in the cities, in spite 
of difficulties in getting to school. (In 
Ontario 75% of secondary-school pupils 
are in the normal age group in cities; 
79% of rural students.) It’s more than 
that. Years of living close to nature 
give these boys and girls something 
important in the way of character that 
big urban centres are apt to lose. Just 
take the seasons. The average city 
high schooler knows just two seasons; 
hot and cold. The country boy and 
girl experience a rich and rounded ever- 
changing four. They may not be ar- 
ticulate about it, but it’s there.” 

It’s true the girls didn’t talk about 
things like that. But one of them did 
point out that she’d like to know where, 
in the city, anyone would really know 
the feeling the song writer meant when 
he said, “Oh, what a beautiful mor- 
ning,” with such lines as “‘The corn 
is as high as an elephant’s eye. . .” 
and “the sounds of the earth are like 


” 


Unless you know 


music 

Of course that’s only one part of it. 
We really got down to brass tacks 
about a lot of other things. Like 
|chances for education in the country 
{being so much more limited in many 
areas, and the way you work so much 
harder, and have so much less time 
and opportunity for reading and see- 
ing plays and going to concerts. And 
the fact that so much of your labor 
doesn’t bring any visible cash in hand 
to your itchy teen-age palm. But 
there’s one thing more they had to say 
about natural farm wisdom. Betty 
felt for words to express it... 

“You learn early in life and through 
hard experience, on the farm, that the 
soil gives you back what you put into 
it. If you rob it, it will refuse to yield. 
If you understand and take care of 
your stock, they will support you. You 
have to give before you can take.” 

It sounded like a good theme for 
any kind of cultivation, including the 
international. 


EVERY ONE of our Councillors wants 
to marry, eventually, and live on a 
farm. Some plan interim careers, like 
nursing or teaching. And their ideas 
of a right-sized family ran to four or 
five children. 

“On the well-run farm there’s a place 
for every child, because he starts to 
help so early—jobs like feeding chick- 
ens and gathering eggs. And there’s 
lots of room to run. In the city, chil- 
‘dren are so much more expensive to 
bring up...” 

‘I suppose it’s all right for a farmer 










94 BABY: Now that you've 
had a swing at being 
me, Mom — how do you 

. like it? 
MOM: Jimminy, sweetie 
— with all the squirm- 
ing and twisting I’ve just been 
through — I can see it’s no joy ride 
being a baby. Does your skin often 
get so uncomfortable? 

BABY: Righto, Mom — and that’s why 
I keep bellowing for the right kind 
of skin care. What I need is some 
Johnson’s Baby Oil and Johnson's 
Baby Powder. 

MOM: Ah-h, I begin to tumble. But tell 
me, puddin’, why both? 
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BABY: Simple, Mommie. After you bathe 
me, there’s nothing like a gentle 
smooth-over with Johnson's pure 
a Oil to keep my skin silky ‘n 
sO 


You ought to use it every time you 
change my diapers, too — to help 
prevent what my doctor calls “urine 
irritation.” 

And whenever I get those pesky 
chafes and prickles, that’s the time 
for cooling sprinkles of satiny-soft 
Baby Powder. 

MOM: Let me down, 
lamb. We'll swing over 
to the drug store right 
now — for Johnson's! 





— 


Johnson's Baby Powder = 
Johnson’ § Baby Oil 


ae 
q f g f "awa 
LIMITED MONTREAL Vas 


MOTHERS: Try Johnson’s Baby Oil yoursell. It § grand as a sun-tan = 
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Dramatics. 
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Riding under resident 


R. CARSCALLEN, M.A., D.D., 
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WHITBY, ONTARIO 


A Residential School for Girls, near Toronto 


@ Public School to Honour Matriculation, 

Household 
Ideally situated in one hundred acres of grounds. 
and Gymnasium 


Music, Art and 
Science, Secretarial Courses, and 
Physical Education and 
Mistresses. Valuable Scholarships 
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And you will grow too—when Mother feeds 
you those delicious Aylmer carrots . . . strained to 27/1000ths 
of an inch for easier digestion! Aylmer supervises the growing 
of some of Canada’s finest carrots . . . cooks them while still 
field-fresh, full of flavor and high in vitamins and minerals. 

Mother can also choose from 20 other delicious Aylmer 
Baby Foods—soups, vegetables, fruits and custard desserts— 
to keep you growing and thriving. Always insist on Aylmer. 
FREE—Send today for your helpful booklet, “A 


Well-fed Baby Is a Happy Child”. Write Dept. 
B12, Canadian Canners fia, Hamilton, Cana 


YLMERL 


BABY FOODS 
Your Baby Deserves AYLMER Quality 


Your grocer stocks these varieties of Aylmer Baby Food: Vegetable suup—» eye- 
table. Liver & Beef Soup—Asparagus—Beets—Carrots—Green Beans—Peas—Peus 
@& Carrote—Squash & Carrots—Spinach—Waz Beans—Tomato Juice—Vegetable 
Juices—Prune Custard Dessert—Apricot Custard Dessert—Pineapple Custard Des- 
sert—Applesauce—A pricots—Peaches—Prunes—Pears. 








“My tender skin demands something better than a general purpose soap. 
$o I can’t afford to share my Baby’s Own Soap these days. | need it all.” 


Baby’s Own Soap and all other Baby’s 
Own Toiletries are made especially 
for baby, with the purest, gentlest in- 
gredients that many years of scien- 
tific research could find. Save Baby’s 
Own for baby. 


Gift Sets on Sale in 60c and $1.10 Sizes 
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slight trace of blood. She gets plenty of 
boiled water to drink. Orange juice, 
prune, egg yolk, bread, boiled milk, 
precooked cereal, arrowroot and some- 
times soda biscuit are in her diet. She is 
healthy in every way and had no cold 
last winter.— Mrs. B. H., Manitoba. 

Answer—From the dict that you men- 
tion it is quite apparent that your baby 
is getting too little cellulose or fibre. 
I would suggest that you begin her 
on sieved vegetables right away. These 
should be given with the noon meal. 
Carrots would be good to start with. 
Cook them just until they are tender in as 
Force them 
through a sieve and give her only a tea- 
spoonful for the first few days until she 
becomes used to it. Then increase the 
amount 
rounded tablespoonfuls. Then teach her 
to eat beet greens, green peas (canned 
ones would serve), green beans, aspara- 
gus, etc. All her vegetables should be 
sieved until she is two years old. If you 
prefer, you can buy canned, sieved vege- 
tables as these are just as good as the 
home-cooked ones. 

She can have up to three tablespoon- 
fuls of prune pulp at one meal. You 
would be wise to teach her to eat apple- 
sieved baked 
stewed peaches or pears, and scraped 


little water as possible. 


gradually to two or three 


sauce, apple, sieved 


Weare a Self-satisfied Nation 


Continued from page 62 


In general, it is best to be wary of at- 
tributing greater ‘‘progressiveness” or 
“tolerance” to the younger generation 
in contrast to the generation of one’s 
parents and grandparents, but the fact 
remains that the changes in the eco- 
nomic system which have produced 
greater security for the individual and a 
fairer distribution of the national income 
during the past 20 years have also 
tended to lessen the motive of economic 
jealousy between one racial group and 
another. And so far as religious toler- 
ance is concerned, it is unquestionably 
increasing rather than decreasing as re- 
ligion in general becomes less dogmatic. 
It is impossible to combine genuine toler- 
ance with uncompromising dogmatism. 
If, like most of our grandparents, you 
are convinced that your beliefs are right 
and the beliefs of every other sect or re- 
ligion are wrong, then the soul of every 
human being who doesn’t agree with you 
is either in jeopardy or already doomed 
to damnation, and at best he is an object 
of pity, at worst an object of contempt, 
but never, under any circumstances, can 
you regard him as an equal. 

Finally 
which is usually evaded in the interests 


although this is a subject 


raw apple. All these foods will give her 
cellulose. It is best to introduce her to 
new foods gradually. Mashed well- 
ripened banana is another fruit that 
She Is old 


enough now for scraped beef. The 


would be suitable for her. 


directions for preparing this were given 
in Chatelaine’s March, 1946, Child 
Health Clinic page. 

A little dried brown bread, children’s 
vitamin biscuits, or graham wafers 
are better than the biscuits mentioned 

Generous amounts of orange Juice 
would also help in overcoming the mild 
constipation. She may have three or 
four ounces of it each day. It does not 
need to be diluted with water and if the 
orange juice is sour, it can be sweetened. 

You do not mention cod-liver oil in 
your list. If the above routine does not 
clear up the trouble, you might stop the 
cod-liver oil for a week. If that helps, 
you would be wise to give her 5 to 10 
drops of percomorph liver oil instead. 

Until you get your baby eating these 
foods, you could give her a little milk 
of magnesia at bedtime. One or two 
teaspoonfuls should be enough. This is 
not habit forming and can be used 
safely. However, when your daughter 
becomes accustomed to the foods men- 
tioned she will not likely need the 
magnesia. 


of tact but which would be much better 
for even a brief airing—like a good many 
other people, I have never been able to 
understand how anyone can _ expect 
human beings to develop balanced and 
mature minds in the arid climate of ra- 
cial and religious discrimination. And 
the fact is that some of them don’t. It is 
better to recognize that some French 
Canadians are neurotic, that some Jews 
are antisocial, and that some colored 
people are sunk in apathy, and to face 
the fact that this is what we have done to 
them by our prejudices, than to pick out 
these very few individuals, apply these 
failings to their whole racial group, and 
then use them as an excuse for further 
prejudice. 

We can’t always have it both ways, 
though with the great majority of our 
French Canadians, Jews, Negroes and 
Europeans, we usually seem to manage 
it. But if we persist in isolating certain 
people from the community as a whole 
on racial or religious grounds, and leave 
them to get along as best they can, we 
have no right to be surprised when a few 
of them turn out to be psychological 
cases—rather let us be grateful that the 
great majority don’t. And they are not 
“different” from you and me in any way 
that matters—they are just Canadians, 


like us. 


Twenty Years of Talkies : Answers 


1. “Lights of New York.” 

2. Greta Garbo and John Gilbert. 

3. Lynn Fontanne and Alfred Lunt. 

4. Ginger Rogers; Claudette Colbert; 
Katharine Hepburn. 

5. “Morocco”—with Gary Cooper. 

6. Mary Pickford, in “Coquette,” 
Warner Baxter, in “In Old Arizona.” 

7. “All Quiet on the Western Front.” 

8. Gloria Swanson and Constance Bennett. 

9. Rudolph Valentino. 

10. May Robson and Dame May Whitty 

ll. Twelve years. 

12. Mary Pickford; Clara Bow; Ann 
Sheridan. 


13. John Gilbert. 

14. The Marx brothers. 

15. Anna Christie. 

16. Norma Shearer. 

17, Rasputin and the Empress.” 

18. “Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs” 

19. Bette Davis in Dangerous” (1934), 
“Jezebel” (1939); Luise Rainer—in ‘The 
Great Ziegfeld” (1935), ‘The Good 
Earth” (1936); Spencer Tracy—in 
“Captains Courageous” (1936), ‘Boys’ 
Town” (1937 

20. Four—"’The Thin Man,” “Another Thin 
Man,” and “The Shadow of the Thin 
Man,” "The Thin Man Goes Home.” 


Photographs—left: Olivia de Havilland; right: Ann Sheridan, 
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Z.B.T. protects Bill against 


“ACID-MOISTURE” 





Now Bill's no longer a cry baby! And Bill 


will hold that sunny smile! He’s happy—and 
comfortable! With Z.B.T. Baby Powder, his 
delicate baby skin is protected f:om the sting- 
ing, smarting discomfort of “acid-moisture.” 


Z.B.T. resists “acid-mois- 

ture” better. Z.B.T. helps Z B 

diapers slide, not stick. 2 ete 

The Baby Powder made 
with Olive Oil! 
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CLEAR AS GLASS 


e EFFICIENT 
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e ECONOMICAL 


25 cienrwiere LOC 


PRESERVE FRUITS IN SEASON 
SAVES MONEY FOR YOU- HELPS CANADA TOO 
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Buy 
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talk about housekeeping, they mean 
jumbo size, with cooking for the thresh- 
ing crews and all! 

Egg money, they think, should be 
distaff compensation for chores. Al- 
though “allowances” for members of 
the family are often difficult, most of 
our girls have their own animals they 
have been given, for which they will 
cash in, ; 

As to division of profit: 

“We're all partners on the farm; 
we divide the work; we share the 
profits, too.” 

Skiing down long unbroken country 
hills in the winter moonlight; skating 
for free on nearby ponds; picnicking 
with families and friends for miles 
around all summer; meeting in town 
and at the church and school for young 
people’s activities, gathering in each 
other’s big comfortable houses for neigh- 
borly get-together’s . . . well, they in- 
sist it’s a good life—and it looks like it, 
even from where the rest of us sit. # 


Something's Going to Happen 
Continued from page 31 


“I didn’t catch cold,” she said through 
the thickness in her throat. 

“No?” Ken was looking at her with 
an odd look in his wise eyes. “I’m glad. 
You certainly were great in all that 
bedlam. I don’t know what would have 
happened if it hadn’t been for you.” 

“Nothing would have happened,” 
Mary Jane said dully. 

“T don’t know about that. Your 
quick thinking saved your Grandma a 
lot of misery. By the way, were you 
serious when you said you'd be willing to 
go along on this expedition?” 

Mary Jane nodded, lead in her breast. 

“Well, gosh, that’s great! Lady, 
you’ve got yourself a job.” 

If he went now she might be able to 
save herself the disgrace of tears, but of 
course he didn’t go. “‘ No,” she said, 

“Why not? I thought you just said—” 

She had to say it. “I’m not. . . the 
type... I’m not good enough .. .” 

“You certainly are. You’ve proved 
you’re perfect for the job. If you can 
ty pe.” -° 

“T can type, but,” she turned to him 
desperately, “Oh, Ken, don’t you see, 
I—” she couldn’t finish, 

He put his hands on her shoulders 
quietly and looked at her. There was 
understanding and admiration in his 
eyes and a wonderful, shining look that 
might be something else. He drew her 
close and said, “‘I see, and I still say 
you’re swell, Your reaction to an 
emergency is terrific and—I hate to be 
bored—and with you around I’m sure | 
wouldn’t be, because I could count on 
you to keep the nights from being dull.” 

He hugged the protest out of her. 
Then he laughed. It was quite a con- 
tagious laugh, so Mary Jane laughed 
They stood there, 
It was 


too, after a while. 
locked close together, laughing. 
very nice. 

“TIT knew something was going to 
happen,” Mary Jane giggled, “I felt it 
all along.” 
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That Tells You... 


Trade enquiries : Please Cable ‘Hack, London * \ 

Sole manufacturers: C. STILLITZ, ROYAL LEAMINGTON SPA, WARWICKSHIRE, ENGLAND 
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The Book Doctor Comes! 


SHOULD BE IN EVERY HOME! 


A Most Helpful Book for the Home — Completely Revised and 
Up-to-date — Packed With Latest Authoritative Medical Knowledge. 


ARE YOU PREPARED for an emergency if one arises, and 
the family Doctor cannot come in a hurry? If not: it is 
vitally important that you have readily available an abso- 
lutely reliable Medical Reference Book that clearly tells 
you what to do in an emergency. EVERYBODY’S FAMILY 
DOCTOR fills this need! Medical Reference Books written 
a few years ago are today largely out-of-date and may fail 
you when most needed! 


“EVERYBODY’S FAMILY DOCTOR ie modern, reliable, and no 
Home should be without a copy’’ commented a leading Canadian medical 
practitioner, who has examined it carefully and recommends it highly. 
A recent purchaser says: “FAMILY DOCTOR will be of invaluable 
help in prevention of sickness in our home.”—N. A., Alberta; another 
comments: “Find FAMILY DOCTOR most helpful; would not want 
to be without a copy.”—G. E., Ontario; another writes: “Very pleased 
with FAMILY DOCTOR .. . good value for money ... every home 
should have a copy.”—M. B., New Brunswick. 


VALUED AT $5.00 BY THE PUBLISHERS 


In the ordinary way, this great Book would cost you considerably more than you can now secure 
it for—and the helpful information it contains makes it almost literally “worth its weight in gold’”’! 
Compiled in London’s famous “Street of Specialists’—and edited personally by a Harley Street 
physician, it is written in simple, everyday language, without frills or technicalities. 

EVERYBODY'S FAMILY DOCTOR should be in every Canadian Home NOW! You never 
know when you may have to deal with an emergency—without help—until the doctor arrives. 
Even a tiny cut may lead to serious complications. This Book is invaluable at such a time; it 
deals with every possible kind of complaint, illness, ailment or accident—from toothache to a 
compound fracture. Arranged alphabetically, so that you can turn to a subject in an instant. 


576 PAGES 2500 SUBJECTS | 


ONLY 
This is a BIG book, size 8/2” x 5/2”, bound LOOK at just a few of the thousands of sub- 


in rich maroon, pebble-grained book cloth, S s 5 0 jects this grand book deals with—all arranged 
embossed with real gold. in alphabetical sequence with cross-references 
It brings you scores of photographs, drawings TEM to related subjects: Personal Hygiene — 

First Aid—Cuts and Wounds—Poisoning— 


and charts. Special monochrome plates ex- . 
plain the Ear and Eye, The Brain, the Nose Shock—Fainting—Headaches—Colds— Ailing 
Children—Pregnancy—Appendicitis— Falling 


and Throat, The Muscular System, The Heart 

and Lungs, The Digestive System, etc. ete Hair—Rheumatism, ete. ete. 

DO THIS NOW —Fill in handy order form and label below. Don’t delay another day 
getting this valuable medical reference book. Money refunded if you are not satisfied 


with this Book and return it postpaid and in good condition within 5 days. 
—— nanan een Dg Not Detach Label From Order Coupon~~~~"-"— 


| HOME BOOK SERVICE ; _ 
BOOK WITH CARE 


! 

| 

| 210 Dundas Street West, TORONTO 2, Ontario. 
From HOME BOOK SERVICE 

| 

| 

| 

| 








DELIVERED 





| fo) eee ns ch dbeoe wanes copies of 
EVERYBODY’S FAMILY DOCTOR at $2.50 7 
ser copy delivered to my address. This order 210 Dundas Street West, 
ep ; a ee : TORONTO 2, Ontario 


subject to return privilege as advertised. 
(Please print name and address clearly) ! r arly block letters) 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| Name 
| 
| 
| 
I 


aE Shame oss -<0+scesoeuwnndsapeeneialiene 
PUTO iccacncacccccincsesccnassssennemawadan | ROTC coctiososcerccasedsasaheseaeneeserarnee 
Ch-8-46 .. di hel acd aera he er, eFD | 


water 


spoons 
liquid, 
White 
rinsed 
‘arnish 


gor, 1 
4 cup 
tchup, 
er jor 
ps. 


diced 
hard- 
n. Mix 
dually 
fellow 

Pour 
bowl. 
radish 








74 — Chatelaine, August, 1046 


During 


ch ildhood 
re are meT te 


Or Ila rred 


@ During the formative 
years, assure your child 
every chance of foot health 
by buying Savage Shoes. 
Built on scientifically 
designed lasts, they give 
every aid to nature in de- 
veloping healthy sturdy feet. 


Savage Shoe dealers every- 
where are specialists in 
correct fitting of children’s 
shoes. 


If you would like a free copy 
of our booklet “Care of the 
Feet,” please write to us at 
Preston. 
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JACK & JILL 
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to marry a city girl if she’s willing to 
jump in and learn, and help,” one said, 
“but there just isn’t any profession in 
the world where the wife can help to 
make or break her husband so 
definitely.” 

And another added sagely, “So often 
it’s the intelligence and knowledge of 
the farm family that means the margin 
between profit and loss.” 

Someone quoted the statement of 
the Dominion Minister of Agricuiture, 
Hon. James Gardiner, recently, that 
the average Canadian farmer nets a 
total cash income of $2,000 a year at 
present; and that the last three years 
have been the best in this country’s 
farming history; so that it’s time people 
stopped talking about the “poor 
farmer.” 

“Maybe city teen-agers don’t realize 
that the average farm—in our district, 
anyway—represents as big an invest- 
ment as a very good house and business 
in the city. With machinery and build- 
ings, you can start at $10,000; most of 
them represent a lot more. And we 
all have cars and bikes and horses and 
all we want to eat. It’s a pretty good 
world,” 

“Besides,” spoke up quiet, fine-fea- 
tured Jessie Wingfield, “you can make 
what you like of it.” 

Jessie should know. For eight years 
she and her sister May, with a younger 
brother and their mother, have run the 
Wingfield farm, done all the work in- 
doors and out, milked up to 15 cows 
and taken time to extend the flower- 
bordered Jawn to a smooth and exten- 
sive area; to keep the timbered living 
room with rts wide fireplace, a friendly 
centre for the young people of the area; 
to read all the new books through a 
book club; to make their own clothes 
and to skate, ski and belong to local 
young people’s organizations, and to 
go to church, 

“What do city girls do, with all that 
noisy traffic breaking into their sleep— 
and dinky little Jawns! I know a girl 
who lives in an apartment, and when 
she finishes her work she just sits 
around being lonely. It must be ter- 
rible!” offered May, wonderingly. 

That’s why our Councillors couldn’t 
understand why less than one per cent 
of Canada’s war veterans have, to date, 
taken advantage of land grants. 

“But I think a lot of farm people— 
like the thousands who left for the 
services and munition plants—will come 
back after they have a fling at the city,” 
Betty said. “‘And maybe a lot of re- 
turned boys are taking the chance of 
finishing their educations, with gov- 
ernment help; then they’ll come home 
again.” 

Anyway, we observed, there wasn’t 
any shortage of teen-age boys in this 
rural area! You’d agree if you had 
watched the bang-up party inthe Milton 
Town Hall recently, that marked the 
finale to Achievement Day one 
Saturday. Girls had come from sev- 
eral counties to exhibit work done as 
members of Junior Agricultural groups 
—under the supervision of the Women’s 
Institute and the Department of Agri- 
culture. They showed sewing, project 
books, painting, etc.; and fine demon- 
strations of table setting and general 
deportment. 

At night, to the music of a good 
band, they danced square and round 
dances with a zest and abandon that 
would challenge any gathering of hep 









Keep rashes away 
from your baby! 


By giving your baby a complete oil bath 
every day with Cuticura Antiseptic Baby 
Oil you heip keep his skin softer, 
smoother, healthier. This pure, mild, 
delightfully fragrant baby oil is scien- 
tifically medicated to help safeguard 
against harmful germs that cause diaper 
rash, impetigo, buttocks scald, chafing, 
chapping. Buy at your drug or baby 


Cuticura 


antiseptic 


BABY OIL 





Made in Canada 

: by the makers 

of Cuticura Soap, 
Ointment and Talcum 


with tasty, nourishing 

Paris Paté. Spreads 
like butter, inexpensive, just 
the thing for luncheons and 
picnics. 
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cats. And the stag line, believe it, wa 
large, eager, and eye-filling! 


WE TALKED about education. Ou 
Councillors agreed with agricultural 
and educational authorities in Canada 
that there must be more and bette: 
training in farming for young people. 
If only half as many boys and girls 
get through high school in the country 
as in the city (and that’s the official 
figure, with an alarming drop to an 
infinitesimal proportion attending uni- 
versities), it is, many authorities be- 
lieve, because Canadian education has 
failed the farm population. There is, 
of course, the matter of transportation, 
now being planned in many provinces 
through larger unit schools and better 
bus services. But big news in Ontario, 
and other provinces where it is being 
tried, is the success of the combined 
academic and agricultural secondary- 
school course. Ontario now has 42 such 
courses in high schools outside the big 
cities. Those close to the picture be- 
lieve that the five-year course—which 
gives the usual senior matriculatior 
leading to university admittance, but 
adds as well a thorough grounding in 
agriculture and home economics— is th« 
answer to the problem. And that it 
should be extended to urban areas as well 
(to some degree) to make for better 
understanding of city-country prob- 
lems, and of the psychology of the coun- 
try as a whole. 

“I know one boy who finished the 
course,” a Councillor offered enthusi- 
astically. ““He made the most wonder- 
ful modern furniture in his shop work 

a modern bed and a desk. He was 
ready, after two years of it, to redesign 
his mother’s kitchen, new cupboards 
and all. Besides, he was learning about 
the soil, and animal husbandry and 
farm management all the time, to help 
his dad. His family don’t feel that the 
ftve years he spent were a ‘waste of time’ 
or a ‘frill,’ I can tell you.” 

“And is the home economics course 
for girls ever smart,” another chimed 
in. “You learn just everything to help 
you be a good farmer’s wife. Especially 
how to make the house more attractive.” 

Modernization of the farm home is 
to these teen-agers, as well as to their 
mothers, one of the most important 
needs of rural Canada. Few of these 
girls look forward to a brand-new house. 
Theirs will be the fun of remodelling 
generations - old Ontario farmhouses 
when the old people move to town, or 
retire, and the younger boys marry and 
take over. 


CHURCH IS a highly important 
integrating force in the rural com- 
munity, they feel. There is little grow- 
ing away from religion, and much of 
their happiest and most important ac- 
tivity centres around the church. 

They would all like to travel (mostly 
by air) and, believe it, opportunities 
for same are growing rapidly. A num- 
ber of our girls have gone far afield 
(into the U.S., many of them) on meet- 
ings and conferences of farm young 
people, 

They still work too hard—but that 
has been the result, in many cases, of 
the shortage of farm help during war 
years. They believe, on the whole, 
woman’s work should be inside (with 
what help is essential in connection 
with the lighter chores) and the men 
should do the heavy jobs. When they 
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five Favourite Recipes 


THOUSAND ISLAND DRESSING— Mix | teaspoon Heinz 

Prepared Yeiiow Mustard, % teaspoon sugar, /2 teaspoon 
salt, Ye teaspoon pepper, Ye teaspoon paprika, thoroughly. 
Add | egg. Beat well with rotary beater. Add 2 cup salad oil 
gradually, by drops, beating constantly. Add 1 tablespoon 
Heinz White Vinegar slowly, beating constantly. Slowly add 
1% cups salad oil alternately with 12 tablespoons Vinegar 
until each is used, beating continuously. Add 6 tablespoons 
Heinz Tomato Ketchup, 3 tablespoons chopped green pepper 
and 3 tablespoons chopped stuffed olives. Serve over lettuce 
wedges. Yields 3 cups. 


salt, “4 teaspoon celery salt, dash red pepper, %4 cup water 
and | bay leaf. Heat 10 minutes. Strain. Soften 4 teaspoons 
unflavoured gelatin in Y2 cup cold water. Add to hot liquid, 
Stir until dissolved. Add 2 tablespoons Heinz Distilled White 
Vinegar. Pour into individual ring moulds which have been rinsed 
in cold water. Chill until firm. Unmould in lettuce cups, Garnish 
with mayonnaise and sprigs of watercress. Serves 6, 


FAVOURITE FRENCH DRESSING —Pioce % cup sugar, 1 
teaspoon salt and dash paprika In quart jar. Add Y2 cup 
Heinz White Vinegar, 5 tablespoons Heinz Tomato Ketchup, 
% cup salad oil and 3 tablespoons grated onion. Cover jar 


and shake thoroughly until well blended. Yields 12 cups. 
SUMMER POTATO SALAD —Combine 6 cups boiled, diced 


potatoes, | cup coarsely chopped sweet pickles, 3 hard- 
cooked eggs, chopped, 2 teaspoons finely chopped onion. Mix 
lightly. Combine 5 tablespoons Heinz White Vinegar gradually 
with 1 cup top milk. Add 1 tablespoon Heinz Prepared Yellow 
Mustard, 1 tablespoon salt, 1/2 tablespoons celery seed. Pour 


QUICK COLE SLAW—combine 4 cups finely shredded 


cabbage, | green pepper cut in strips, 1 sweet red pepper 


cut in strips, few drops onion juice, 1 teaspoon salt, 1 tablespoon 
sugar, dash pepper. Mix 5 tablespoons mayonnaise with 2 
Pour over cabbage. Mix 


' tablespoons Heinz White Vinegar. 
j well. Serve in lettuce cups or salad bowl. Serves 8. 


TOMATO ASPIC RING—Combine one 10-oz. tin Heinz 


Condensed Cream of Tomato Soup, Y% cup grated celery, 


this dressing over salad, Mix lightly. Arrange in salad bowl. 
Garnish with 3 medium tomatoes cut into wedges or with radish 


1 tablespoon grated onion, 1% teaspoons sugar, 1% teaspoons roses. Chill before serving. Serves 8. 


TS NRE NE MRR FRR Get) GN EMS AEE CMOS RE MEY GE NEA ET Se Se CO a 
. owes a Same J P iy * 


Whether your favourite salad is a cool symphony of 
crisp, fresh greens or a hearty blend of nippy cheese 
and tidbits of leftover meats, you'll like it even better 
made with Heinz Vinegar! For Heinz Vinegar has 
just enough vigour, just enough authority to bring 
out the flavour of each delicious ingredient without 
dominating it! 

Heinz White and Malt Vinegars are aged and 
mellowed in wood, to exceptional fragrance and 
clarity, like rare old wines. Try the White Vinegar 
for light salads and for smoother boiled dressings. 
Use the Malt Vinegar for heartier salads. You'll 
find that they add incomparable savour ...a fresher, 


more distinctive appeal to scores of tempting dishes. 


You choose the best fruits and vegetables you can 
find ... be sure that you choose Heinz Vinegar 


to hold and enhance their flavour. That’s salad 


insurance. 
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Time On Our Hands 


IS remarkable that during the boom days of the 
postwar planners (1943, 1944—remember?) so 
little attention was given to the problem of leisure 

and how to use it. True, community centres for 
group activities were discussed, but almost invariably 
on a high level of financial responsibility, government 
grants and the like. Few experts took time off to 
ponder the question of leisure as it affects the indi- 
vidual, and that, for my money, is the only way to 
approach it. No man, tired from factory or office, 
wants to be organized to death in his spare time; no 
woman, if she likes her afternoons on the porch, 
should be coerced into the bridge club routine; 
indeed, the imposition of a routine is what we seek to 
escape from in our precious time off, and routine can 
be almost as tyrannical with fun and games as with 
work itself. 


On the use of leisure there are two schools of 
thought. One, which has an overwhelming majority 
opinion behind it, follows, surprisingly enough, old 
Karl Marx’s discovery that “constant labor of one 
uniform kind destroys the intensity of a man’s 
animal spirits which find recreation and delight in 
mere change of activity.”” The other, which began as 
a tentative groping a few years ago, suggests mildly 
that there is already too much activity in modern 
life, and that just sitting and staring and doing a sort 
of Yoga jobof relaxing the muscles and emptying the 
mind will bring recreative benefits. 


It is nice to know, especially in this drowsy month 
of August, that either system may be considered 
correct. The only difficulty—admittedly a serious 
one—is that most families contain adherents to both 
schools of thought, and when mother wishes to con- 
tinue her rocking chair researches into the Inactive 
theory there are bound to be noisy incursions from 
the supporters of the Active or What’ll-we-do-now 
philosophy. Did the cleaners bring back my flannels? 
Could you make us some sandwiches for the picnic? 
Have you seen my bathing cap? Where's this... 
where’s that? It’s awfully hard to be a quiet lady of 
the Yoga school on a Canadian porch in summertime. 


But if we know the value of compromise (and 
what woman doesn’t?) there is still a lot of fun to be 
had in these last few weeks of a season that, because 
it returned us to a pre-war norm, has seemed dreamily 
unreal. There is the car to drive about in, and gas 
to be bought; the delight of arriving is second only 
to that of going, and looking on the way. The little 
nameless lake, whose shoreline greets us as a 
familiar face, still lies placid in the hollow to the 
right of the highway; generations of ducks and loons 
and frogs have sheltered there since we last passed 
this way. There is the revival of lakeside and cottage 
life; turn a listening ear toward any Canadian water- 
way and you'll hear the iaughter of the young and the 
stubborn gasp of the outboards. Or stay in town and 
rediscover your own neighborhood: the men who 
are “back”—some of them with British wives 
whose newest diversion is that wonderful gadget, 
the garden hose; the places to go for the prettiest 
view, the best salads, the coolest breeze. Or dig up a 
country cousin you haven’t met in years and see 
something of the Big Business that feeds half the 
world; don’t go to visit, go to belp. It may not be a 
“change of activity,” but at least it will be a change 
of scene, and you'll have the satisfaction of sharing, 
to some small degree, in the last battle. 


Come to think of it, there is no leisure so well spent 
as looking on our own country with fresh eyes. This 
is the year, and the time, to do it. 
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i. SUN BATHERS AND SUN EVADERS DuBarry Beauty 


Preparations solve complexion worries .. . offer effective 
protection from summer sun and wind, 


Enjoy a carefree summer of sunny days and starlit 
nights. Follow the DuBarry plan of beauty for a com- 
plexion everyone admires. 


DuBarry Beauty Preparations are co-related to assure 
pleasing results. Smooth, light creams and cool, fragrant 


lotions keep vour skin fresh under your becoming makeup. 


Consult the DuBarry Beauty Advisor at the cosmetic 
counter of your department or drug store. She will be 
able to suggest the proper DuBarry care for your indi- 
vidual tvpe of skin. Get the most out of your summer 


in the sun or out of it—the DuBarry way! 


Bare Necessities 


Face Powder—a medium textured powder that gives a 
soft, lovely, suede-like finish to the complexion. 


Dry and Cream Rouge—in fashion shades to blend into 
skin tones. 


Lipstick—neither too creamy nor too dry... keeps lips 
fresh, smooth and soft. 


Beauty Cake—DuBarry’s powder cake for longer-lasting 
beautv . . . makes your skin velvety-smooth and radiant 
extra hours! 


Foundation Lotion—an exquisite, fragrant, milky lotion 
... keeps the skin soft and dewy under powder. Superb 
to smooth the legs under Leg Make-up. 


Special Cleansing Preparation for a thorough refreshing 
cleansing. Use it to enliven a dull, sluggish skin. 
Especially recommended to remove roughness and callous 


spots before applving Leg Make-up. 


Leg Make-up—Fasy to apply: dries quickly, smoothly: 
looks gossamer sheer: perfect for feminine allure and 
cool comfort on hot davs. 


La Cavey BEAUTY PREPARATIONS 


by Richard Hudnut - - == = Featured at Better Cosmetic Counters 


from Coast to Coast 





